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THB 

LIFE 

OF 

WILLIAM COLLINS. 



William Collins was born at Chichesteri 
on the twenty-jfifth of December, about 1720. 
His father was a hatter, of good reputation. 
He was, in 1733, as Dr. Warton has kindly in« 
formed me, admitted scholar of Winchester 
College, where he was educated by Dr. Burton. 
His English exercises A^ere* better '' than his 
Latin. - . . ; c 

He first courted the. notice?' of t^e public by 
some verses to a Lad,ir^^iceeirirg,:published in 
the Gentleman's Magazine. 

In 1740, he stood first in the list of the 
tMshoIars to be received in succession at New 



College ; but unhappily there was no vacancy. 
This was the original misfortune of his life. 
He became a commoner of Queen's College, 
probably with a scanty maintenance ; but was 
in about half a year elected a demy of Mag- 
dalen College, where he continued till he had 
taken a bachelor's degree, and then suddenly 
left the University ; for what reason I know 
not that he told. 

He now (about 1744) came to London a li- 
terary adventurer, with many projects in his 
head, and very little money in his pocket. He 
designed many works; but his great fault was 
irresolution, or the frequent calls of immediate 
necessity broke his schemes, and suffered him 
to pursue no settled purj^§^. A man, doubt- 
ful of *hp^4^pTOf /or'jf^mWmg^t a creditor, is 
not mb(5li disposed tp"a6§ti:acted meditation , or 
remote inquiti^s. * Jigj)uMished proposals for 
a History, of^tfie.lleanyaj of ^Learning; and I 
have heard* l]&iisp€yi|L**^ilh ^reat kindness of 
Leo the Tenth, and with keen resentment of 
his tasteless successor. But probably not a 
page of the History was ever written. He 
planned several tragedies, but he only planned 
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them. He wrote now-and-then odes and other 
poems, and did something, however little. 

About this time I fell into his company. 
His appearance was decent and manly ; his 
knowledge considerable, his views extensive, 
his conversation elegant, and his disposition 
cheerfuL By degrees I gained his confidence; 
and one day was admitted to him when he was 
immured by a bailiff, that was prowling in the 
street. On this occasion recourse was had to 
the booksellers, who, on the credit of a trans- 
lation of Aristotle's Poetics, which he engaged 
to write with a large commentary, advanced as 
much money as enabled him to escape into the 
country. He shewed me the guineas safe in 
his hand. Soon afterwards his uncle, Mr. 
Martin, a lieutenant-colonel, left him about 
two thojiisand pounds ; a sum which Collins 
could scarcely think exhaustible, and which he 
did not live to exhaust. The guineas were 
then repaid, and the translation neglected. 

But man is not born for happiness ; Col- 
lins, who, while he studied to &Ve, felt no evil 
but poverty, no sooner lioed to study than his 



life was assailed by more dreadful calamities, 
disease and insanity. 

Having formerly written his character, while 
perhaps it was yet more distinctly impressed 
upon my memory, I shall insert it here. 

** Mr. Collins was a man of extensive lite- 
rature, and of vigorous faculties. He was ac« 
quainted not only with the learned tongues, but 
with the Italian, French, and Spanish lan- 
guages. He had employed his mind chiefly 
upon works of fiction, and subjects of fancy; 
and, by indulging some peculiar habits of 
thought, was eminently delighted with those 
flights of imagination which pass the bounds 
of nature, and to which the mind is reconciled 
only by a passive acquiescence in popular tra- 
ditions. He loved &iries, genii, giants, and 
monsters; he delighted to rove through the 
meanders of enchantment, to gaze on the 
magnificence of golden palaces, to repose by 
the water-falls of Elysian gardens. 

** This was, however, the character rather of 
his inclination than his genius ; the grandeur 



of wildness, and the novelty of extravagance^ 
were always desired by hini, but were not aU 
-ways attained. Yet»as diligence is never wholly 
lost, if his efforts scmietimes caused harshness 
and obscurity, they likewise produced in hap- 
pier moments sublimity and splendour. This 
idea which he had formed of excellence, led 
him to oriental fictions and allegorical ima« 
gery ; and, perhaps, while he was intent upon 
description, he did not sufficiently cultivate 
sentiment. His poems are the productions of 
a mind not deficient in fire, nor unfurnished 
with knowledge either of books or life, but 
somewhat obstructed in its progress by devia* 
tion in quest of mistaken beauties. 

<* His morals were pure, and his opinions 
pious; in a long continuance of poverty, 
and long habits of dissipation, it cannot be 
expected that any character should be exactly 
uniform. There is a degree of want by 
which the freedom of agency is almost de- 
stroyed ; and long association with fortuitous 
companions, will at last relax the strictness 
of truth, and abate the fervour of sincerity. 
That this man, wise and virtuous as he was, 
passed always unentangled through the snares 
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of life, it would be prejudice and temerity to 
affirm ; but it may be said that at least he 
preserved the source of action unpolluted, 
that his principles were never shaken, that 
his distinctions of right and wrong were 
never confounded, and that his faults had no- 
thing of malignity or design, but proceeded 
from some unexpected pressure, or casual 
temptation. 

** The latter part of his life cannot be re- 
membered but with pity and sadness. He 
languished some years under that depression 
of mind which unchains the faculties without 
destroying them, and leaves reason the know- 
ledge of right, without the power of pursuing 
it. These clouds which he perceived gather- 
ing on his intellects, he endeavoured to dis- 
perse by travel, and passed into France : but 
found himself constrained to yield to his ma- 
lady, and returned. He was for some time 
.confined in a house of lunatics, and afterwards 
retired to the care of his sister in Chichester, 
where death iq 1756 came to his relief. 

, •* After his return from France, the writer 
of this character paid him a visit at Islington, 



where he was waiting for his sister, whom he 
had directed to meet him : there was then no- 
thing of disorder discernible in his mind by any 
buthimself ; buthe had withdrawn from study, 
and travelled with no other book than an 
English Testament, such as children carry to 
the school : when his friend took it into his 
hand, out of curiosity to see what companion a 
man of letters had chosen, ^ I have but one 
book,* said Collins, * but that is the best.' 

' ^ ^ Such was the fate of Collins, with whom I 
once deUghted to converse, and whom I yet 
remember with tenderness. 

^^ He was visited at Chichester, in his last 
illness^ by his learned friends Dr. Warton and 
his brother ; to whom he spoke with disappro- 
bation of his Oriental Ex^logues, as not suffici- 
ently expressive of Asiatic manners, and called 
them his Irish Ei*.logues. He shewed them , at 
the same time, an ode inscribed to Mr. John 
Hume, on the Superstitions of the Highlands ; 
which they thought superior to his other works. 

'^* His disorder was not alienation of mind, 
but general laxity andfeebleness, a deficiency 
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rather of his vital than intellectual powers. 
What he spoke wanted neither judgment nor 
spirit; but a few minutes exhausted him, so 
that he was forced to rest upon the couch, till 
a short cessation restored his powers, and he 
was again able to talk with his former vigour. 

** The approaches of this dreadful malady 
he began to feel soon after his nucleus death; 
and, withtheusual weaknessof men sodiseased, 
eagerly snatched that temporary relief with 
which the table and the bottle flatter and se- 
duce. But his health continually declined, 
and he grew more and more burthensome 
to himself. 

" To what I have formerly said of his writ- 
ings may be added, that his diction was often 
harsh, unskilfully laboured, and injudiciously 
selected .' He affected the obsolete when it was 
not worthy of revival ; and he puts his words 
out of the common order, seeming to think, 
with some later candidates for fame, that not 
to write prose is certainly to write poetry. His 
lines commonly are of slow motion, clogged 
and impeded with clusters of consonants. As 
meti are often esteemed who cannot be loved, 
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so the poetry of C^ins may aometimes estort 
praise^ when it gives little j^easure.^' 

Mr. Collinses first production is added liece 
from the Poetical Calendar : 

TO MISS AUREUA C ^R, 

ON HER WEEPING AT HER SISTER's WEDDING. 

Ceasb, £ur Aurelia, cease to mourn; . 

Lament not Hannah's happy state ; 
You may be happy in your turn. 

And seize the treasure you regret 

With Love united Hjrmen stands. 
And sofUy whiq[>ers to your charms ; 

" Meet but your lover in my bands, 
" Youll find your sister in his arms." 

A monument of the most exquisite work- 
manship has been erected by public subscrip- 
tion to Collins. He is finely represented as 
just recovered from a wild fit of phrensy , to 
which he was unhappily subject, &nd in a calm 
and reclining . posture^ seeking refuge from 
his misfortunes in the consolations of the 
Gospel, while his lyre and one of the first of 
his poems lie neglected on the ground. 
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Above are two beautiful figures of Love and 
Pity entwined in each other's arms. The 
whole was executed by the ingenious Flax- 
man, at that time lately returned from Rome ; 
and if any thing: can equal the expressive 
sweetness of the sculpture, it is the following 
most excellent epitaph, written by Mr. 
Hayley. 

Ye who the merits of the dead revere, 

Who hold misfortune's sacred genius dear, 

Regard this tomb, where Collins, hapless name, 

Solicits kindness with a double claim. 

Tho' Nature gave him, and tho' Science taught 

The fire of Fancy, and the reach of thought. 

Severely doom'd to Penury's extreme. 

He pass'd in tnadd'ning pain life's fev'rish dream, 

While rays of genius only serv'd to shew 

The thick'ning horror, and exalt his woe. 

Ye walls that echo'd to his frantic moan. 

Guard the due records of this grateful stone ; 

Strangers to him, enamonr'd of his lays. 

This fond memorial to his talents raise. 

For this the ashes of a bard require. 

Who touch'd the tend'rest notes of Pity's lyre; 

Who join'd pure faith to strong poetic powers, 

Wlio, in reviving Reason's lucid hours. 

Sought on one book his troubled mind to rest. 

And rightly deem'd the book of God the best* 
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ORIENTAL ECLOGUES. 



ECLOGUE I. 



SELIM; 

OR, 

THE SHEPHERD'S MORAU 

SCENE, A VALLEY NEAR BAODAT. 
TIME, THE MOBNING. 

X £ Persian maids, attend your poet's lays. 
And hear how shepherds pass their golden days. 
Not all are blest whom Fortune's hand sustains 
Withwealthm courts; nor all that haunt the plains: 
Well may your hearts believe the truths I tell; 
Tis virtue makes the bliss,, where'er we dwell/' 

Thus Selim sung, by sacred Truth inspired; 
Nor praisci but such as Truth bestow'd, desir'd : 
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Wise in himself^ his meaning songs convey d 
Informing morak to the shepherd maid ; . 
Or taught the swains that rarest bliss to find^ .. 
What groves nor streamjl^estowy a vutuous mmd. 

When sweet and blushing, like a virgin bride^ 
The radiant mom resum'd her orient pride ; 
Whra wanton gales along the valleys play, 
Breathe on each flower, and bear their sweets away; 
By Tigris' wandering waves he sat, and sung 
Thb useful lesson for the fair and young. 

- ** Ye Persian dames,'' he said, " to you belong — 
Well may they please — ^the morals of my song : 
No fairer maids, I trust, than you are found, 
Grac'd with soft arts, the peopled world around ! 
The mom, that lights you, to your love supplies 
£ach gentler ray delicious to your eyes : 
For you those flowers her fragrant hands bestow ; 
And yours the love tliat kings delight to know. 
Yet think not these, all beauteous as they are. 
The best kind blessings heaven can grant the fair ! 
Who trust alone in beauty's feeble ray 
Boast but the worth Bassora's pearls display : 



* 
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Come thou, whose thoughts as Ihnpid springs are dear. 
To lead the tnin, sweet Modesty, appear : 
Here make thy court amidst our rural scene, 
And shepherd girb shall own thee for their queen: 
With thee be Chastity, of all afraid, 
Dbtrusting all ; — a wise suspicious maid ;-« 
But man the most:— not more the mountain-doe 
Holds the swift falcon for her deadly foe. 
Cold is her breast, like flowers that drink the dew; 
A silken veil conceals her from the view. 
No wild desires amidst thy train be known ; 
But Faith, whose heart is fixt on one alone : 
Desponding Meekness, with her downcast eyes. 
And friendly Pity, full of tender sighs; 
And Love the last : by these your hearts approve ; 
. These are the virtues that must lead to love. 

Thus sung the swain ; and ancient legends say 
The maids of Bagdat verified the lay : 
Dear to the plains, the Virtues came along; 
The shepherds lov'd ; and Selim bless'd his song. 
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ECLOGUE II. 



HASSAN; 

on, 

THE CAMEL-DRIVER. 

SCENE, THE DESERT. 
TIME, MID-DAY. 

In silent horror o'er the boundless waste 
Tlie driver Hassan with his camels past : 
One cniise of water on his back he bore, 
And his light scrip contained a scanty store; 
A fan of painted feathers in his hand, 
To guard his shaded face from scorching sand. 
The sultry sun had gain'd the middle sky, 
And not a tree, and not an herb was nigh ; 
The beasts with pain their dusty way pursue; 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view ! 
With de^rate sorrow wild, the affrighted man 
Thrice sigh'd; thrice struck his breast; and thus 
began: 



20 

" Sad was the hour, and luckless was tlie day, 
" When first from Schuaz' walls I bent my way !" 

Ah ! little thought I of the blasting wind. 
The thirst, or pinching hunger, that I find ! 
Bethink thee, Hassan, where shall thirst assuage, 
When fails this cruise, his unrelenting rage ? 
Soon shall this scrip its precious load resign ; 
Then what but tears and hunger shall be thine ? 

Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear 
In all my griefs a more than equal share ! 
Here, where no springs in murmurs break away, 
Or moss-crown'd fomitains mitigate the day. 
In vain ye hope the green deUghts to know 
Which plains more blest, or verdant vales, bestow : 
Here rocks alone, and tasteless sands, are found ; 
And faint and sickly winds for ever howl around. 
'^ Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day^ 
" When first from Schiraz* walls I bent my way !" 

Curst be the gold and silver which persuade 
Weak men to follow far fatiguing trade ! 
The lily peace outshines tlie silver store ; 
And life is dearer than the golden ore : 
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Yet money tempts us o'er the desert brown , 
To every distant mart and wealthy town. 
Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the sea; 
And are we only yet repaid by thee ? 
— Ah ! why was ruin so attractive made ? 
Or why fond man so easily betray'd ? 
Why heed we not, while mad we haste along, 
The gentle voice of peace, or pleasure's song ? 
Or wherefore think the flowery mountain's side. 
The fountain's murmurs, and the valley's pride, 
Why think we these less pleasing to behold 
Than dreary deserts, if they lead to gold ! 

** Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
" When first from Schiraz* walls I bent my 
way!" 

O cease, my fears ! — all frxmtic as I go, 
When thought creates unnumber'd scenes of woe. 
What if the lion in his rage I meet! — 
Oft in the dust I view his printed feet: 
And, fearful ! oft, when day's declining light 
Yields her pale empire to the mourner night, 
By hunger rous'd, he scours the groaning plain, 
Gaunt wolves and sullen tigers in his train : 
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Before them Death with shrieks directs theur way, 
Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 
^^ Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
" When first from Schiraz' walls I bent my way!" 

At that dead hour the silent asp shall creep, 
If aught of rest I find, upon my sleep : 
Or some swoln serpent twist his scales around, 
And wake to anguish with a burning wound. 
Thrice happy they, the wise contented poor, 
From lust of wealth, and dread of death secure! 
They tempt no deserts, and no griefs they find ; 
Peace rules the day, where reason rules the mind. 
^^ Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
" When first from Schiraz* walls I bent my way !'^ 

O hapless youth ! — for she thy love hath won — 
The tender Zara will be most undone ! 
Big swelled my heart, and own'd the powerfiil maid. 
When fast she dropt her tears, as thus she said : 
*' Farewell the youth whom sighs could not detain ; 
'< Whom Zara's breaking heart implored in vain ! 
" Yet, as thou go'st, may every blast arise 
'* Weak and unfelt, as these rejected sighs ! 
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** Safe o'er the wild, no perils may'st thou see ; 

** No griefs endure; nor weep, false youth, like me." 

— O let me safely to the fair return ; 

Say, with a kiss, she must not, shall not mourn; 

O ! let me teach my heart to lose its fears, 

Recall'd by Wisdom's voice, and Zara's tears. 

He said, and call'd on heaven to bless the day 
When back to Schiraz^ walls he bent his way. 
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ECLOGUE III. 



ABRA, 

ORy 

THE GEORGIAN SULTANA. 

SCENE, A FOREST. 
TIME, THE EVENING. 

In Georgia's land, where Tefflis' towers are 
In distant view, along the level gfeen, 
While evening dews enrich the gUttering glade. 
And the tall forests cast a longer shade, 
What time 'tis sweet o'er fields of rice to stray, 
Or scent the breathing maze at setting day; 
Amidst the maids of Zagen's peaceful grove, 
Emyra sung the pleasing cares of love. 

Of Abra first began the tender strain. 
Who led her youth with flocks upon the plain : 
At mom she came those willing flocks to lead. 
Where lilies rear them in the watery mead ; 
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From eariy dawn the livelong hours she told. 
Till late at silent eve she penn'd the fold : 
Deep in the grove, beneath the secret shade, 
A various wreath of odorous flowers she made : 
Gay-motley'd' pinks and sweet jonquils she chose; 
The violet blii(|that on the moss-bank grows; 
All-sweet to sense, the flaunting rose was there ; 
The finished chaplet well-adom'd her hair. 

Great Abbas chanc'd that fated mom to stray, 
By love conducted from the chase away; 
Among the vocal vales he heard her song; 
And sought, the vales and echoing groves among; 
At length he found, and woo'd, the rural maid ; 
She knew the monarch, and with fear obey'd. 

" Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd ; 

" And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd V 

The royal lover bore her from the plain ; 
Yet still her crook and bleating flock remain : 
Oft, as she went, she backward tum'd her view, 
And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu. 

■ That these flowers are found in very great abundance in 
some of the proTinces of Persia^ see the Modern History of 
Mr. Sahnon, 
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Fair happy maid ! to other scenes remove; 
To richer scenes of golden power and love ! 
Gro leave the simple pipe, and shepherd's strain; 
With love delight thee, and with Abbas reign! 

^' Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd ; 

*' And every Georgian maid like 4hra lov*d V 

Yet, 'midst the blaze of courts, she fix'd her love 
On the cool fountain, or the shady grove ; 
Still, with the shepherd's innocence, her mind 
To the sweet vale, and flowery mead, inclin'd ; 
And, oft as spring renew'd the plains with flowers, 
Breath'd his soft gales, and led the fragrant hours. 
With sure return she sought the sylvan scene, 
The breezy mountains, and the forests green. 
Her maids around her mov'd, a duteous band ! 
Each bore a crook, all-rural, in her hand : 
Some simple lay, of flocks and herds they sung ; 
With joy the mountain, and the forest rung. 

** Be every youth like royal Abbas mov^d ; 

'^ And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !" 

And oft the royal lover left the care 
And thorns of state, attendant on the fair; 
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Oft to the shades and low-roof'd cots retir'd ; 
Or sought the vale where first his heart was fir*d : 
A russet mantle, like a swain, he wore ; 
And thought of crowns, and busy courts, no more. 

" Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd ; 

" And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !" 

Blest was the life that royal Abbas led : 
Sweet was his love, and innocent his bed. 
What if in wealth the noble maid excel f 
The ample shepherd girl can love as well. 
Let those who rule in Persia's jewelled throne 
Be fam'd for love, and gentlest love alone ; 
Or wreath, like Abbas, fiill of fan* renown. 
The lover's myrtle with the warrior's crown. 
Oh happy days! the maids around her say; 
O haste; profuse of blessings, haste away! 

'* Be every youth, like royal Abbas, mov'd ; 

'' And every Georgian maid like Abra lov*dl'' 
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ECLOGUE IV. 



AGJB AND SECANDER: 

OR, 

THE FUGITIVES. 

SCENE, A MOUNTAIN IN CIRCASSIA. 
TIME, MIDNIGHT. 

In fair Circassian where, to love inclin'd, 
Each swain wa^ blest, for eveiy maid was kind ; 
At that still hour when awful midnight reigns, 
And none but wretches haunt the twilight plains; 
What time the moon had hung her lamp on high, 
And past in radiance through the cloudless sky ; 
Sad, o'er the dews, two brother shepherds fled 
Where wildering fear and desperate sorrow led : 
Fast as they prest their flight, behind them lay 
Wide ravag*d plains ; and vallies stole away : 
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Along the mountain's bending sides they ran, 
Till, fkint and weak, Secauder thus began, 

SECANDER. 

O stay tliee, Agib, for my feet deny, 
No longer friendly to my life, to fly. 
Friend of my heart, O turn thee and survey ! 
Trace our sad flight through all its length of way! 
And first review that long-extended plain. 
And yon wide groves, already past with pain ! 
Yon ragged cM, whose dangerous path we tried ! 
And, last, this lefty mountain's weary side ! 

AGIB. 

Weak as thou art, yet, hapless, must thou know 
The toils of flight, or some severer woe ! 
Still, as I haste, the Tartar shouts behind ; 
And shrieks and sorrows load the saddening wind : 
In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand. 
He blasts our harvests, and deforms our land. 
Yon citron grove, whence first in fear we came, 
Droops its fair hcmours to the conquering flame : 
Far fly the swains, like us, in deep despair, 
And leave to ruffian bands their fleecy care. 
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ODE TO PITY. 

\J THOU, the friend of man assigned, 
With bahny hands his wounds to bind. 

And chann his frantic woe : 
When first Distress, with dagger keen, 
Broke forth to waste his destin'd scene, 

His wild unsated foe ! 

By Pella's' bard, a magic name. 

By all the griefs his thought could frame, 

Receive my humble rite : 
Long, Pity, let the nations view 
Thy sky-worn robes of tend'rcst blue, 

And eyes of dewy light ! 

But wherefore need I wander wide 
To old missus' distant side, 



' Euripides, of whom Aristotle pronounces, on a compa^ 
rison of him with Sophocles, that he was the greater master 
of the tender passions, nv T^ytxwrfpo;. 
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Deserted stream, and mute ? 
Wild Anm' too has heard thy strains, 
And Echo, midst thy native plains, 

Been sooth'd by Pity's Inte. 

There first the wren thy myrtles shed 
On gentlest Otwa/s iniant head, 

To him thy cell was shewn ; 
And while he sung the female heart, 
With youth's soft notes unspoil'd by art, 

Thy turtles mix'd their own. 

Come, Pity, come, by Fancy's aid, 
E'en now my thoughts, relenting maid, 

Thy temple's pride design : 
Its southern site, its truth complete, 
Shall raise a wild enthusiast heat 

In all who view the shrine. 

There Picture's toils shall well relate, 
How chance, or hard involving fate. 



' The river Aran rung by the Tillage in Sussex, where 
tway had his birth. 
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O'er mortal bliss prevail : 
The buskinM Muse shall near her stand. 
And sighing prompt her tender hand, 

With each disastrous tale. 

There let me oft, retir'd by day, 
In dreams of passion melt away, 

Allow'd with thee to dwell: 
There waste the mournful lamp of night. 
Till, Vu-gin, thou again delight 

To hear a British shell ! 
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ODE TO FEAR. 

X Hou, to whom the world unknown, 
With all its shadowy shapes, is shewn ; 
Who seest, appalFd, the unreal scene, 
While Fancy lifts the veil between ; 

Ah Fear ! ah frantic Fear ! 

I see, I see thee near. 
I know thy hurried step ; thy haggard eye ! 
Like thee I start; like thee disorder'd fly. 
For, lo, what monsters in thy train appear! 
Danger, whose limbs of giant mould 
What mortal eye can fix'd behold ? 
Who stalks his round, an hideous form. 
Howling amidst the midnight storm; 
Or throws him on the ridgy steep 
Of some loose hanging rock to sleep : 
And with him thousand phantoms join'd. 
Who prompt to deeds accursed the mind : 
And those, the fiends, who, near aUied, 
O'er Nature's wounds, and wrecks, preside; 
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Whilst Vengeance, in the lurid air, 
Lifts her red arm, expos'd and bare : 
On whom that ravening' brood of Fate 
Who lap the blood of sorrow wait: 
Who, Fear, this ghastly train can see, 
And look not madly wild, like thee ! 

EPODE. 

In earliest Greece, to thee, with partial choice. 
The grief-iull Muse addrest her iniant tongue ; 

The maids and matrons, on her awful voice. 
Silent and pale, in wild amasemcnt hung. 

Yet he, the bard' who first invoked thy name. 
Disdained in Marathon its power to feel : 

For not alone he nurs'd the poet's flame, 
But reached from Vhrtue's hand the patriot's steel. 

But who is he whom later garlands grace; 

Who left a while o*er Hybla's dews to rove. 
With trembling eyes thy dreary steps to trace. 

Where thou and furies shared the balefiil grove ? 

■ Alluding to the Kvwg ct^vxnti of Sophocles. See the 
Electra. 

* ^scbyliM. 
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Wrapt in thy cloudy veil, tli' incestuous^ queen 
Sigh*d the sad call^ her son and husband heard, 

When once alone it broke the silent scene, 
And he the wretch of Thebes no more appeared. 

O' Fear, I know thee by my throbbing heart : 
Thy withering power inqpir'd each mournful line : 

Though gentle Pity claim her mingled part. 
Yet all the thunders of the scene are thine ! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Thou ^o such weary lengths hast past. 
Where wilt thou rest, mad Nymph, at last f 
Say, wilt thou shroud in haunted ceU, 
Where gloomy Rape and Murder dwell ? 
Or, in some hollow'd seat, 
'Gainst which the big waves beat, 
Hear drowning seamen's cries, in tempests brought? 
Dark power, with shuddering meek submitted thought. 

3 Jocasta. 

4 — — vi tr* opwpM 6o»i 

Swv^rf avlev, wtrvs mavlag ofOias 
Imatu 90^ itia-avlas t^ai^s Tpix,»f* 

See the (Edip. Colou. of Sophocles. 
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By all her blooms, and miogled murmurs dear; 

By her * whose love-lorn woe, 

In evening musings slow, 
Sooth'd sweetly sad Electra's poef s ear : 

By old Cephisus deep, 

Who spread his wavy sweep. 
In warbled wanderings, round thy green retreat; 

On whose enamell'd side. 

When holy Freedom died, 
No equal haunt allured thy future feet. 

O sbter meek of Truth, 

To my admiring youth. 
Thy sober aid and native charms infuse ! 

The flowers that sweetest breathe. 

Though Beauty cuU'd the wreath, 
Still ask thy hand to range their order'd hues. 

While Rome could none esteem 
But virtue's patriot theme. 



* The un^wi, or nightingale^ for which Sophoctef aeemft to 
have entertained a peculiar fondness. 
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You lov'd her hills, and led her laureat band : 

But staid to sing alone 

To one distinguished throne ; 
And tum'd thy face, and fled her altered land. 

No more, in hall or bow'r. 

The Passions own thy power; 
Love, only Love her forceless numbers mean : 

For thou hast left her shrine ; 

Nor olive more, nor vine. 
Shall gain thy feet to bless the servile scene. 

Though taste, though genius, bless 

To some divine excess, 
Faints the cold work till thou inspire the whole; 

What each, what all supply, 

May court, may charm, our eye ; 
Thou, only thou canst raise the meeting soul ! 

Of these let others ask, 

To aid some mighty task, 
I only seek to find thy temperate vale ; 

Where oft my reed might sound 

To maids and shepherds round, 
And all thy sons, O Natqre, learn my tale. 
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ODE 

ON THE POETICAL CHARACTER. 

.As once, — ^if, not with light regard, 
I read ari^t that gifted bard, 
— Him whose school above the rest 
His loveliest elfin queen has blest; — 
One, only one, unrival'd ' lair. 
Might hope the magic girdle wear. 
At solemn tumey hung on high. 
The wish of each love-dartmg eye ; 

— Lo ! to each other nymph, in turn, applied. 
As if, in air unseen, some hovering hand, 

Some chaste and angel-ftiend to virgin-fiune. 
With whiqper'd spell had burst the starting band. 

It left unblest her loath'd dishonoured side; 
Happier hopeless Fair, if never 
Her baffled hand with vain endeavour. 

Had touch'd that fatal zone to her denied! 

> FkrimeL See S^penser Leg. 4th. 
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Young Fancy thus, to me divinest name, 

To whom, prepar'd and bath'd in heaven, 

The cest of amplest power is given : 

To few the godlike gift assigns. 

To gird their best prophetic loins, 
And gaze her visions wild, and feel unmixM her flame ! 

The band, as fairy legends say, 
Was wove on that creating day 
When He, who call'd with thought to burth 
Yon tented sky, this laughing earth. 
And drest with springs and forests tall. 
And poured the main engirting all, 
Long by the loVd enthusiast woo'd. 
Himself in some diviner mood. 
Retiring, sat with her alone. 
And placed her on his sappliire throne; 
The whiles, the vaulted shrine around. 
Seraphic wires were heard to sound, 
Now sublimest triumph swelling. 
Now on love and m«rcy dwelling ; 
And she, from out the veiling cloud, 
Breath'd her magic notes aloud : 
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And thou, thou rich-haur'd youth of morn, 
And all thy subject life was born ! 
The dangerous passions kept aloof, 
Far from the sainted growing woof: 
But near it sat ecstatic Wonder, 
listening the deep applauding thunder; 
And Truth, in sunny vest array'd. 
By whose the tarsel's eyes were made ; 
All the shadowy tribes of mind, 
In braided dance, their murmurs join'd, 
And all the bright uncounted powers 
Who feed on heaven's ambrosial flowers. 
— Where is the bard whose soul can now 
Its high presuming hopes avow ? 
Where he who thinks, with rapture blind. 
This hallowed work for him designed ? 

High on some cliff, to heaven up-pilM, 
Of rude access, of prospect wild, 
Where, tangled round the jealous steep. 
Strange shades o'erbrow the valleys deep, 
And holy Genii guard the rock, 
Its glooms embrown, its springs unlock, 
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While on its rich ambitious head, 

An Eden, like his own, lies spread. 

J view that oak, the fancied glades among, 

By which as Milton lay, his evening ear. 

From many a cloud that dropp'd ethereal dew, 

Nigh spher'd in heaven, its native strains could hear; 

On which that ancient trump he reach'd was hung : 

Thither oft, his glory greeting. 

From Waller's myrtie shades retreating, 
With many a vow from Hope's aspiring tongue, 
My trembling feet his guiding steps pursue; 

In vain — Such bliss to one alone, 

Of $dl the sons of soul, was known ; 

And Heaven, and Fancy, kindred powers, 
Have now o'^ertum'd th' inspiring bowers; 
Or curtain'd close such scene from ev'ry future view. 
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ODE, 

WRITTEN IN THE BEGINNING OF THE TEAR 1746. 

xdow sleep the brave, who sink to rest. 
By all their country's wishes blest ! 
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallow'd mould, 
She there shall dress a sweeter sod 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 

By fiiury hands their knell is rung; 
By forms unseen their dirge is sung; 
There Honour comes, a pilgrim gray, 
To bless the turf that wraps theur day; 
And Freedom shall a while repaur. 
To dwell a weeping hermit there ! 
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ODE TO MERCr. 

STBOPHE. 

yj THOU, who sit'st a smiling bride 

By valour's arm*d and awful side, 
Gentlest of sky-bom forms, and best ador'd; 

Who oft with songs, divine to hear, 

Win'st from his fatal grasp the spear, 
And hid'st in wreaths of flowers his bloodless sword ! 

Thou who, amidst the deathful field. 

By godlike chiefe alone beheld, 
Oft with thy bosom bare art found, 
Pleading for him the youth who sinks to ground : 

See, Mercy, see, with pure and loaded hands, 

Before thy shrine my country's genius stands, 
And decks thy altar still, tho' pierc'd with many a 
wound! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

When he whom ev'n our joys provoke, 
The fiend of nature join'd his yoke. 
And rush'd in wrath to make our isle his prey ; 
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Thy form, from out thy sweet abode, 
Overtook him on hb blasted road, 
And stop'd his wheels, and look'd his rage away. 

I see recoil his sable steeds, 

That bore him swift to salvage deeds. 
Thy tender melting eyes they own; 
O maid, for all thy love to Britain shown, 

Where Justice bars her iron tow'r, 

To thee we build a roseate bow'r, 
Thou, thou shalt rule our queen, and share our 
monarch's throne! 



49 



ODE TO LIBERTY. 

STROPHE. 

Who shall awake the Spartan fife> 

And call m solemn sounds to life, 
The youths, whose locks divinely spreading, 

like vernal hyacinths in suUen hue, 
At once the breath of fear and virtue shedding, 

Applauding Freedom lov'd of old to view ? 
What new Alcaeus', fancy-blest. 
Shall sing the sword, in myrtles drest, 

' AUudiDg to that beaatiful fragment of Alceut. 

Ey Mi/p7tf xXo^i TO (ifo; fopffow, 
Staitt^ Apfjuoitos xai Apifoysirurf, 
OiX7ad* ApfA^i WKw Te^ynxa;y 
Vna-oig ^ tv Moucfltpwy It ^etan ttimt* 
EffMfpIv xXa^i TO ^i^s ^opi^ttf, 
SLairip Affxoiios %»i hft^Vfttlnify 
Or* A9nv»ifi; iv Ova-uuff 
Avifa Tt/pawoy ivvafy^cv (xaiyslwf. 
All I/^ nXtog to'Cflai xat* aiay, 
^i>3aG^ Af/AOJi', M»t Api^oyii7ivy* 
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At Wisdom's shrine awhile its flame concealing, 
(What place so fit to seal a deed renown'd ?) 

Till she her brightest lightnings round revealing, 
It leap'd in glory forth, and dealt her prompted 
wound! 
O goddess, in that feeling hour. 
When most its sounds would court thy ears. 

Let not my shell's misguided pow'r' 
E'er draw thy sad, thy mindiiil tears. 
No, Freedom, no, I will not tell 
How Rome, before thy weepmg face. 
With heaviest sound, a giant-statue, fell, 
Push'd by a wild and artless race 
From off its wide ambitious base, 
When Time hb northern sons of spoil awoke, 
And all the blended work of strength and grace, 
With many a rude repeated stroke, 
And many a barbarous yell, to thousand fragmenti 
broke. 

EPODS. 

Yet, ev'n where'er the least appeared, 
Th' admiring world thy hand rever'd; 



* Mnftn 
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Still 'midst the acatter'd stales around. 
Some remnants of her strength were found ; 
They saw, by ndiat escaped the storm, 
How wondrous rose her perfect form; 
How in the great the laboured whole, 
Each mighty master pour'd his soul ! 
For sunny Florence, seat of art. 
Beneath her vines preserved a part,^ 
Till they^, whom Science lov'd to name, 
(O who could lear it?) quench'd her flame. 
And lo, an humbler relic laid 
In jealous Pisa's oli?e shade ! 
See small Marino * joins the theme, 
Tho' least, not last in thy esteem: 
Strike, louder strike th' ennobling strings 
To those ^ whose merchant sons were kings; 
To him^ who, deck'd with peariy pride. 
In Adria weds his greai-hair'd bride; 
Hail port of glory, wealth, and pleasure. 
Ne'er let me change this Lydian measure : 
Nor e'er her former pride relate. 
To sad liguria's^ bleeding state. 

9 Th* fiuniljr of the Medici. 

4 The little republic of San Mwino. > The Veaetiaiuu 

• The Doge of Venice. . 7 Genoa. 
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Ah no ! more pleas'd thy haunts I seek^ 
On wild Helvetia's' mountains bleak: 
(Where, when the favoured of thy choice, 
The daring archer heard thy voice; 
Forth from his eyrie rous'd in dread, 
The rav*ning eagle northward fled.) 
Or dwell in willow'd meads more near, 
With those ^ to whom thy stork is dear: 
Those whom the rod of Alva bfuis'd. 
Whose crown a British queen '^ refused ! 
The magic works, thou feel'st the strains, 
One holier name alone remains; 
The perfect spell shall then avail. 
Hail nymph, ador'd by Britain, hail ! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Beyond the measure vast of thought, 

The works, the wizzard Time has wrought! 

• Switzerland. 

9 The Dutch, amongst whom there are yery severe penal- 
ties for those who are convicted of killing this bird. They an 
kept tame in almost all their towns, and particularly at the 
Hague, of the arms of which they make a part. The comam 
people of Holland are said to entertain a superstitioos senti- 
ment, that if the whole species of them should become ex* 
tinct, they should lose their liberties. 

>o Queen Elizabeth. 
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The Gaul, 'tis held of antique story, 
Saw Britain link'd to his now adverse strand ", 
No sea between, nor cliff sublime and hoary, 
He pass'd with unwet feet thro' all our land. 
To the blown Baltic then, they say, 
The wild waves found another way, 
Where Orcas howls, his wolfish mountains rounding ; 

Till all the banded west at once 'gan rise, 
A wide wild storm e'en nature's self confounding, 
Withering her giant sons with strange uncouth 
surprise. 
This pillar'd earth so firm and wide. 
By winds and inward labours torn, 
In thunders dread was push'd aside, 
And down the shouldering billows bom. 
And see, like gems, her laughing tram, 

The little isles on ev'ry side, 
Mona'*, once hid from those who search the main, 
Where thousand elfin shapes abide, 

" This tradition is mentioned by several of our old histo- 
rians. Some natoralists too have endeavoured to support the 
pn>bability of the fact by arguments drawn fh>m the corre- 
spondent disposition of the two opposite coasts. I do not re- 
member that any poetical use has been hitherto made of it. 

" There is a tradition in the Isle of Man, that a mermaid 
becoming enamoored of ayoungmanof extraordinary beauty. 
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Aud Wight who chedu the west* riog tide. 
For thee consenting HeaF'n has each bestoir'fl, 

A fair attendant on her sov'reign pride : 
To thee this blest divorce she ow'd. 

For thou hast made hervales thy lar'd^thylast abode! 

SECOND EPODE. 

Then too, 'tis said, an hoary pile, 
'Midst the green navel of our isle. 
Thy shrine in some rel^ous wood, 
O soul-enforcing goddess, stood ! 
There oft the painted native's feet 
Were wont thy form celestial meet: 
Though now with hopeless toil we trace 
Time's backward rolls, to find its place ; 
Whether the fiery-tressed Dane, 
Or Roman's self o'ertura'd the fime. 



took an opportunity <^f meeting him one day Mshe waHEed od 
the shore, and opened her passion to him, but was recei?ed 
with a coldness, occasioned bjr his hiQrror and surprist at her 
appearance. This, however, was so misciMstrued hy the ssa 
4ady, that in revenge for his treatment at hcnr, «he pwishnrf 
the wiiole island, by coi^eringit with a mist ; sothataft whs 
attempted to carry on any commerce with it^ eitiier iw*<er 
arrived at it, but wandered up and down the sea, or were on 
a sudden wrecked upon its clifis. 
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Or in what jbesr'n^eft age it fell, 
Twere hard for modem song to tell. 
Yet still, if Truth those beams infuse. 
Which guide at ooce, and charm the Muse, 
Beyond yon braided clouds that he, 
Paving the light-embroider'd sky. 
Amidst the bright pavilioned plains, 
The beauteous model still remains. 
There, happier than in islands blest, 
Or bowers by ^mng or Hebe drest. 
The chiefs who fill our Albion's story, 
In warlike weeds* retir'd in glory. 
Hear theur consorted Druids sing 
Their triuiiiphs to th^ immortal string. 
How may the Poet now unfold 
. What never tongue or numbers told ? 
How leam deUgbted« and amazed, 
What hands unknown that fabric rajs'd ? 
E'en now before his favoui'd eyes. 
In gothic pride, it mtm to nsel 
Yet Graeda's graceful orders joiB, 
M^estic throuf^ the mx!A fbsigos 
The secret builder knew to choose 
Each ^here-found gem of richest hues: 
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Whatever heav'n's purer mould contains, 
When nearer suns emblaze its veins ; 
There on the walls the patriot's sight 
May ever hang with fresh delight^ 
And, grav'd with some prophetic rage, 
Read Albion's fame thro' ev'ry age. 
Ye forms divme, ye laureat band, 
That near her inmost altar stand ! 
Now sooth her, to her blissful train 
Blithe Concord's social form to gain^ 
Concord, whose myrtle wand can steep 
£*en Anger's blood-shot eyes in Aeep : 
Before whose breathing bosom's balm 
Rage drops his steel, and storms grow calm ; 
Her let our sires and matrons hoar 
Welcome to Britain's ravag'd shore; 
Our youths, enamour'd of the fair. 
Play with the tangles of her hair, 
Till, in one loud applauding sound. 
The nations shout to her around, 
O how supremely art thou blest. 
Thou, lady — thou shalt rule the west! 
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ODE 

TO A LADY ON THE DEATH OF COLONEL ROSS, 
IN THE ACTION OF FONTENOY. 

WriUm m Mag, 1745. 

While, lost to all his fonner mirth, 
Britannia's genius bends to earth. 

And mourns the fatal day : 
While stain'd with blood he strives to tear 
Unseemly from his sea-green hair 

The wreaths of cheerful May: 

The thoughts which musing Pity pays, 
And fond Remembrance loves to raise, 

Your faithful hours attend : 
Still Fancy to hersdf unkind, 
Awakes to grief the soflen'd mind. 

And points the bleeding fnend. 
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By rapid Scheld's descending wave 
His country's vows shall bless the gmve. 

Where'er the youth is laid : 
That sacred spot the village hind 
With ev'ry sweetest turf shall bind, 

And Peace protect the shade. 

Blest youth, regardful of thy doom, 
Aerial hands shall build thy tomb. 

With shadowy trophies crown'd : 
Whilst Honour bath'd in tears shali rove 
To sigh thy name through ev'ry grove. 

And call his heroes round. 

The warlike dead of ev'ry age, 
Who fill the &ir recording page, 

Shall leave their sainted rest; 
And, half-ieclining on Jiis spear. 
Each wond'ring chief by (urns appear. 

To hail the blocHning guest 

Old Edward's sons, unknown to yield, 
Shall crowd from CxMf% hmrel'd field. 
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And KBze widi fix'd deligfat; 
Again for Briisan's wron^ tiiey feel, 
Again they snatch the gieamy stoei. 

And wnh tfa' avenging %fat 

But \Of where, sank in deep despair, 
Her garments torn, her bosom bare. 

Impatient Freedom lies ! 
Her matted tresses madly spread. 
To ev'ry sod, which wraps the dead, 

She turns her joyless eyes. 

Ne'er shall she leave that lowly ground 
Till notes of triumph bursting round 

Proclaim her reign restored : 
Till William seek the sad retreat. 
And bleeding at her sacred feet. 

Present the sated sword. 

If, weak to sooth so soil an heart, 
These pictured glories nought impart. 

To dry thy constant tear: 
If yet, in Sorrow's distant eye, 
£xpos*d and pale thou see'st him lie. 

Wild War insulting near: 
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Where'er from time thou court'st relief. 
The Muse shall still, with tocial grief, 

Her gentlest promise keep : 
E'en humble Harting's cottag'd vale 
Shall learn the sad repeated tale, 

And bid her shepherds weep. 
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ODE TO EVENING. 

p aught of oaten stop, or pastoral song, 
iay hope, O pensive Eve, to sooth thine ear, 

Like thy own brawling springs. 

Thy springs, and dying gales; 

Nymph reserved, while now the bright-hair'd sun 
ts in yon western tent, whose cloudy skirts, 

With brede ethereal wove, 

O'erhang his wavy bed : 

ow air b hushM, save where the weak-ey'd bat 
1th short shrill shriek flits by on leathern wing; 

Or where the beetle vnnds 

His small but sullen horn, 

s oft he rises 'midst the twilight path, 
gainst the pilgrim borne in heedless hum : 

Now teach me, maid composed. 

To breathe some soften'd strain. 
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W-how ■Mbcn.slcAv Ikra^ tkj diA'Bin 


g«le. 


Mtt nnl mihwIt viA iti itflhrn im>. 
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Hit send lor'dRtm! 




For iriMB Ikr Mdiv-«tar an^ Ann 




Hii |mK didet, at hk miMis iH^ 




Tlie fiaimnt Hoan, aad Elun 




Who dqrt in bwk tbe 4i7, 





AadiMy>yjiiphw b oiiieil hiWu i i fw i w ilh iw^^ 
And shedb Ike ficA*i 

The penshre ! 

Prepare tfav alndoiiy cv. 

Then let me rove aone wild Md iMlky 
Or find some luki, 'nidit its dreti 

Whose walb more awfid nod 

By thy religioQS 



Or, if chill hfaist'iing windsi or driving 
Prerent my willing feet, be mine die hnt. 
That, from the mountain's aide. 
Views wilds, and swdliog floods, 
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And hamlets brown, and dim-discovered spires; 
And hears their simple bell ; and marks o'er all 

Thy dewy fingers draw 

The gradual dusky veil. 

While Spring shall pour his show'rs, as oft he wont, 
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest Eve ! 

While Summer loves to sport 

Beneath thy lingering lig^t; 

While sallow Autumn fills thy lap with leaves; 
Or Winter, yelling through the troublous air, 

Afirights thy shrinking train. 

And rudely rends thy robes; 

So long, regardful of thy quiet rule. 

Shall Fancy, Friendship, Science, smiling Peace, 

Thy gentlest influence own, 

And love thy fav'rite name ! 
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ODE TO PEACE. 

\J THOU, who bad'st thy turtles bear 
Swift from his grasp thy golden hair, 

And sought'st thy native skies; 
Wlien War, by vultures drawn from far, 
To Britain bent his iron car. 

And bade his storms arise ! 

TVd of his rude tyrannic sway, 
Our youth shall fix some festive day, 

His sullen shrines to bum: 
But thou who hear'st the turning spheres, 
What sounds may chaim thy partial ears, 

And gain thy blest return ! 

O Peace, thy iiy ur^d robes up-bind ! 
O rise ! and leave not one behind 

Of all thy beamy train ! 
The British Liob, goddess sweet. 
Lies stretched on earth, to kiss thy feet, 

And own thy holier reign. 
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Let others court thy transient smile, 
But come to grace thy western isle, 

By wariike Honour led; 
And, while around her ports rejoice, 
While all her sons adore thy choice, 

With him for ever wed ! 
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THE MANNERS. 

AN ODE. 

jl arewell, for clearer ken designed, 
The dim-discover'd tracts of mind; 
Truths which, from action's paths retir'd, 
My silent search in vain required ! 
No more my sail that deep explores; 
No more I search those magic shores ; 
What regions part the world of soul, 
Or whence thy streams, Opinion, roll : 
If e'er I round such fairy field. 
Some pow'r impart the spear and shield 
At which the wizzard Passions fly ; 
By which the giant Follies die ! 

Farewell the porch whose roof is seen 
Arch'd witli th' enlivening olive's green : 
Where Science, prank'd in tissu'd vest, 
By Reason, Pride, and Fancy^ drest. 
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Comes, like a bride, so trim array'd, 
To wed with Doubt in Plato's shade. 

Youth of the quick uncheated sight, 
Thy walks, Observance, more invite ! 
O thou who lov'st that ampler range, 
Where life's vnde prospects round thee change. 
And, vrith her mingling sons allied, 
ThroVst the prattling page aside, 
To me, in converse sweet, impart 
To read in man the native heart; 
To learn, where Science sure is found, 
. From nature as she lives around ; 
And, gazing oil her mirror true. 
By turns each shifting image view! 
Till meddling Art's officious lore 
Reverse the lessons taught before; 
Alluring from a safer rule. 
To dream in her enchanted school : 
Thou, Heavn, whatever of great we boast, 
Hast blest this social science most. 

Retiring hence to thoughtful cell. 
As Fancy breathes her potent spell. 
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Not vain she finds the charm^ task, 
In pageant quaint, in motley mask ; 
Behold, before her musing eyes, 
The countless Manners rotmd her rise; 
While, ever varying as they pass, 
To some Contempt applies her glass; 
With these the white-rob'd maids combine; 
And those the laughing Satyrs join ! 
But who is he whom now she views, 
In robe of wild contending hues? 
Thou by the Passions nurs'd ; I greet 
The comic sock -that binds thy feet! 
O Humour, thou whose name is known 
To Britain's favoured isle alone : 
Me too amidst thy band admit; 
There where the young-ey'd heahhiid Wit, 
(Whose jewels in his crisped hair 
Are plac'd each other's beams to share; 
Whom no delights from thee divide) 
In laughter leos'd, attends thy side ! 

By old Miletus', who so long 
Has ceas'd his love-inwoven song; 

' Alluding to the Milesiaii tales, some of the earliest romancei. 
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By aU you taught the Tuscan maids, 

In chang'd Italians modem shades; 

By hun' whose knight's distinguished name 

Rcfin'd a nation's lust of fame ; 

Whose tales e'en now, with echoes sweet, 

Castalia's Moorish hills repeat; 

Or him^ whom Seine's blue nymphs deplore, 

In watchet weeds on Gallia's shore ; 

Who drew the sad Sicilian maid. 

By virtues in her ore betray'd. 

O Nature boon, from whom proceed 
Each forceful thought, each prompted deed ; 
If but from thee I hope to feel. 
On all my heart imprint thy seal ! 
Let some retreating Cynic find 
Those ofl-tum'd scn^ I leave behind : 
The Sports and I this hour agree. 
To rove thy scene-full world with thee ! 

* Cervantes. 

3 Monsieur Le Sage, author of the incomparable Adven- 
tures of Gil Bias de Santillane, who died in Paris in the year 
1745. 
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THE PASSIONS. 



AN ODE FOR MUSIC. 



When Music, heaTenly maid, was young. 
While yet in early Greece she sung» 
The Passions oft, to hear her shell, 
Throng'd around her magic cell, 
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting^ 
Possest beyond the Muse's painting; 
By turns they felt the glowing mind 
Dbturb'd, delighted, rais'd, refin'd; 
Till once, 'tis said, when aU were fir'd, 
Fill'd with fuiy, rapt, inspur'd, 
From the supporting myrtles round 
They snatch'd her instruments of sound; 
And, as they oft had heard apart 
Sweet lessons of her forceful art. 
Each (for Madness rul'd the hour) 
Would prove his own expressive power. 
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Tirst Fear his hand, its skill to tiy, 

Amid the chords bewildered laid, 
And back recoilM he knew not why, 

£'en at the sound himself had made. 

Next Anger nish'd : his eyes on fire, 
In lightnings, own'd his secret stings: 

In one rude clash he struck the lyre, 
And swept with hurried hand the strings. 

With woful measures wan Despair 
Low, sullen sounds his grief beguil'd ; 

A solemn, strange, and mingled air; 
Twas sad by fits, by starts 'twas wild. 

But thou, O Hope, with eyes so fiiir. 

What was thy delighted measure f 
Still it whisper'd promised pleasure, 

And bade the lovely scenes at distance hail ! 
Still would her touch the strain prolong; 

And from the rocks, the woods, the vale. 
She call'd on Echo still, through all the song; 

And, where her sweetest theme she chose, 

A soft responsive voice was heard at every dose; 
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And Hope enchanted smird, and wav'd her golden hak. 
And longer had she sung;-— but, with a frawn. 

Revenge impatient rose : 
He threw liis blood-stain'd sword, in thunder, down; 
And, with a withering look, 
The war-denouncing trumpet took, 
And blew a blast so loud and dread. 
Were ne'er prophetic sounds so full of woe! 
And, ever and anon, he beat 
The doubling drum, with furious heat ; 
And, though sometimes, each dreary pause between, 
Dejected Pity, at his side. 
Her soul-subduing voice applied. 
Yet still he kept his wild unalter'd mien, 
While each strain'd ball of sight seem buSrsting from 
his head. 
Thy numbers. Jealousy, to nought were &x'd ; 

Sad proof of thy distressful state ! 
Of difTring themes the veering song was mix'd ; 
And now it courted Love, now raving caU'd oo 
Hate. 

With eyes up-rab'd, as one inspired, 
Pak Melancholy sat retired ; 
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And, from her wild sequestered seat, 
In notes by distance made more sweet, 
Pour'd through the mellow horn her pensive soul: 
And, dashing soft from rocks around, 
Bubbling runnels join'd the sound ; 
Through glades and glooms the mingled measure 
stole. 
Or, o'er some haunted stream, with fond delay. 
Round an holy calm difiusing. 
Love of peace, and lonely musing. 
In hollow murmurs died away. 

But O ! how altered was its sprightlier tone 

When Cheerfulness, a nymph of healthiest hue. 
Her bow across her shoulder flung, 
Her buskins gemm'd with morning dew. 

Blew an in^iring air, that dale and thicket rang. 
The hunter's call, to FHun and Dryad known. 

The oak-crown'd Sisters, and their chaste-ey'd 
Queen, 
Satyrs and Sylvan Boys, were seen, 
Peeping from forth their alleys green: 

Brown £xercise n^foic'd to hear; 

And Sport leapt upi and seiz'd his beechen spear. 
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Last came Joy's ecstatic trial: 

He, with vioy crown advandng, 
First to the lively pipe his hand addrest; 

But soon he saw the biisk awak'ning viol. 
Whose sweet entrancing voice he lov'd the best: 

They would have thought who heard the strain 
They saw, in Tempers vale, her native maids, 
Amidst the festal sounding shades, 

To some unwearied minstrel dancing, 

While, as his flying fingers kiss'd the strings, 
Love framed with Mirth a gay fantastic round: 
Loose were her tresses seen, her zone unbound; 
And he, amidst his frolic play, 
As if he would the charming air repay, 

Shook thousand odours from his dewy wings, 

O Music ! ^here-descended maid, 
Fiieid of Pleasure, Wisdom's aid ! 
Why, goddess! why, to us denied, 
Lay'st thou thy ancient lyre aside? 
As, in that lov'd Athenian bower. 
You leam'd an all-commanding power. 
Thy mimic soul, O Nymph endear'd. 
Can well recall what then it heard. 
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Where is thy native simple heart, 
Devote to Virtue, Fancy, Art? 
Arise, as in that elder time. 
Warm, energic, chaste, sublime ! 
Thy wonders, in that godlike age, 
Fill thy recording Sister's page — 
Tb said, and I believe the tale. 
Thy humblest reed could more prevafl, 
Hi|d more of strength, diviner rage, 
Than all which charms this laggard age; 
E'en all at once together found, 
Cecilia's mingled world of sound — 
O bid our vain endeavours cease ; 
Revive the just designs of Greece: 
Return in all thy simple state ! 
Confirm the tales her sons relate ! 
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AN EPISTLE, 

adorss8bd to sir thomas hanmbb^ on his edition op 
shakspbarb's works. 

While, bora to bring the Muse's happier days, 
A patriot's hand protects a poef s lays, 
While nurs'd by you she sees her myrtles bloom. 
Green and unwither'd o'er his honoured tomb; 
£xcuse her doubts, if yet she fears to tell 
What secret transports in her bosom swell. 
With conscious awe she hears the critic's fame. 
And blushing hides her wreath at Shakspeare's 
Hard was the lot those injur'd strains endur'd, 
Unowu'd by Science, and by years obscur'd : 
Fair Fancy wept ; and echoing sighs confessed 
A fixt despair in eveiy tuneful breast. 
Not with more grief the afflicted swains appear. 
When wintry winds deform the plenteous year; 
When ling'ring frosts the ruin'd seats invade 
Where Peace resorted, and the Graces play'd. 
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Each rising art by just gradation moves : 
Toil builds on toil; and age on age improves: 
The Muse alone unequal dealt her rage. 
And graced with noblest pomp her earliest stage. 
Preserved through time, the speaking scenes impart 
Each changefbl wish of Phaedra's tortured heart; 
Or paint the curse that mark'd the Theban's ' reign ; 
A bed incestuous, and a father slain. 
With kind concern our pitying eyes o*erflow; 
Trace the sad tale, and own another's woe. 

To Rome lemov'd, with wit secure to please, 
The comic Sisters kept their native ease: 
With jealous fear, declining Greece beheld 
Her own Menander's art almost exccll*d; 
But every Muse essayed to raise in vain 
Some laboured rival of her tragic strain : 
Illyssus' laurels, though transferred with toil, 
Droq[>'d thw fair leaves, nor knew the unfriendly soil. 

As Arts escpir'd, resistless Dulness rose ; 
Goths, priests, or Vandab, — all were Learning's foes. 

■ The CEdipusof Sophoclet. 
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Till Julius' first recalled each exil'd maid; 
And Cosmo own'd them in the Etrurian shade: 
Then, deeply skilled in love's engaging ^Kme, 
The soil Provengal pass'd to Amo's stream : 
With graceful ease the wanton lyre he strung; 
Sweet flow'd the lays — but love was all he sung. 
The gay description could not fail to move ; 
For, led by nature, aU are friends to love. 

But Heaven, still various in its works, decreed 
The perfect boast of time should last succeed. 
The beauteous union must appear at length, 
Of Tuscan fiemcy, and Athenian strength: 
One greater Muse Eliza's reign adorn, 
And even a Shakspeare to her fame be bom ! 

Yet ah ! so bright her morning's opening ray. 
In vain our Britain hop'd an equal day ! 
No second growth the western isle could bear^ 
At once exhausted with too rich a year. 
Too nicely Jonson knew the critic's part ; 
Nature in him was almost lost in art. 

* Julius II. the immediate predecessor of Leo X. 
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Of softer mould the gmde Fletcher came, 

The next m order as the next in name. 

With pleased intention, 'midst his scenes we find 

Each gkmmg thought that warms the female mind; 

Each melting sigh, and every tender tear; 

The lover's wishes, and the virgin's fear. 

His^ every strain the Smiles and Graces own; 

But stronger Shakspeare felt for man alone: 

Drawn by his pen, our ruder passions stand 

The unrivall'd picture of his early hand. 

With^ gradual steps and slow, exacter France 
Saw Arfs fair emphre o'er her shores advance: 
By length of toil a bright perfection knew, 
Correctiy bold, and just in all she drew : 
Till late Comeille, with Lucan's' spirit fir'd, 
Breath'd the free strain, as Rome and he inq[>ir'd: 

3 Their characters are thus distinguiabed bjr Mr. Drjrden. 

4 About the time of Shakspeare, the poet Hardy was in 
great repute in France. He wrote, according to Fontenelle, 
six hundred plays. The French poets after him applied 
themselresin general to the correct improvement of the stage, 
which was almost totally disregarded by those of our own 
country, Jonson excepted. 

s The fovourite author of the elder Comeille. 
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And classic judgaient gain'd to sireet Radne 
The temperate strength of Maro's diaster hue. 

But wilder far the British laurel spread. 
And wreaths less artful crown our Poefs head. 
Yet he alone to every scene could give 
The historian's truth, and bid the manners live. 
Wak'd at his call I view, with glad surpriK, 
Majestic forms of mighty monarchs rise. 
There Henry's trumpets spread thdr loud aiams; 
And laurelled Conquest waits her hero's arms. 
Here gentle Edward claims a pitying sigh. 
Scarce bom to honours, and so soon to die! 
Yet shall thy throne, unhappy infant, bring 
No beam of comfort to the guilty king: 
The time^ shall come when Glo'ster's hent shall 

bleed, 
In life's last hours, with horror of the deed; 
When dreary visions shall at last present 
Thy vengeful image in the midnight tent: 
Thy hand unseen the secret death shall bear; 
Blunt the weak sword, and break th' i^ressive spear ! 

< Turno tempus erit, magno cum optayerit emptuin 
Intactum Pallanta, &c. Vito. 
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Where'er we turn, by Fancy chanu'd, we find 
Some sweet illusion of the cheated mind. 
Oil, wild of wing, she calls the soul to rove 
With humbler nature, in the rural grove; 
Where swains contented own the quiet scene, 
And twilight fairies tread the circled green : 
Dressed by her hand, the woods and valleys smile; 
And Spring difiiiave decks th' enchanted isle. 

O, more than all in powerful genius blest. 
Come, take thine empire o'er the willing breast ! 
Whate'er the wounds this youthful heart shaU feel, 
Thy songs support me, and thy morals heal ! 
There every thought the Poet's warmth may raise ; 
There native music dwells in all the lays. 
O might some verse with happiest skill persuade 
Expressive Picture to adopt thine aid ! 
What wondrous draught might rise from every page ! 
What other Raphaels charm a distant age ! 

Methinks e'en now I view some free design, 
Where breathing Nature lives in every line : 
Chaste and subdu'd the modest lights decay, 
Steal into shades, and mildly melt away. 

F 
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And see where Anthony % in tears i4[>prov'd^ 
Guards the pale relics of the chief he lov'd : 
O'er the cold corse the warrior seems to bend, 
Deep sunk in grief, and mourns his murdered friend I 
Still as they press, he calls on all around. 
Lifts the torn robe, and points the bleeding wound. 

But who* is he whose brows exalted bear 
A wrath impatient and a fiercer air? 
Awake to all that injur'd worth can feel. 
On his own Rome he turns th' avenging steel; 
Yet shall not war*s insatiate fury fall 
(So heaven ordains it) on the destin'd waU. 
See the fond mother, 'midst the plaintive train^ 
Hung on his knees, and prostrate on the plain! 
Touch'd to the soul, in vain he strives to hide 
The son's affection, in the Roman's pride: 
O'er all the man conflicting passions rise; 
Rage grasps the sword, while Pity melts the eyes. 

Thus, generous Critic, as thy Bard inspires, 
The sister Arts shall nurse their drooping fires; 

7 See the Tragedy of Julius Caesar. 

* Coriolanus. See Mr. Spence's Dialog^ on the Odyssey. 
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Each from his scenes their stores alternate bring; 
Bieoid the fair tint, or wake the vocal string : 
Those Sibyl-leaves, the sport of every wind, 
(For Poets ever were a careless kind) 
By thee diq>08'd, no farther toil demand, 
Bat, just to Nature, own thy forming hand. 

So spread o'er Greece, the harmonious whole un- 
known. 
E'en Homei's numbers charmed by parts alone. 
Their own Ulysses scarce had wander'd more. 
By winds and waters cast on every shore : 
When, rab*d by fate, some former Hanmer join'd 
Each beauteous image of the boundless mind; 
And bade, like thee, his Athens ever claim 
A fond alliance with the Poet's name. 
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DIRGE IN CYMBELINE. 

SUNG BY GUIDEKU8 AND ABYIBAGUS OYER nOEUf 
SUPPOSED TO BE DEAD. 

1 o fair Fidele's grassy tomb 

Soft makb and village hinds shall bring 
Each opening sweet of earliest bloom, 

And rifle all the breathing spring. 

No wailing ghost shall dare appear 
To vex with shrieks this quiet grove; 

But shepherd lads assemble here, 
And melting virgins own their love. 

No withered witch shall here be seen ; 

No goblins lead their nightly crew : 
The female fays shall haunt the green, 

And dress thy grave with pearly dew ! 
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The redbreast oft, at evening hours, 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 

With hoary moss, and gathered flowers. 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

When howling winds, and beating rain, 
In tempests shake the sylvan cell; 

Or 'midst the chase, on every plain. 
The tender thought on thee shall dwell ; 

Each lonely scene shall thee restore ; 

For thee the tear be duly shed ; 
Belov'd till life can charm no more, 

And moum'd till Pity's self be dead. 
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ODE 

ON THS 

DEATH OF MR. THOMSON. 



THE SCENE OF THE FOLLOWING STANZAS fS SUPPOSED TO 
LIE ON THE THAMES^ NEAR RICHMOND. 

In yonder grave a Druid lies, 
Where slowly winds the stealing wave ! 

The year's best sweets shall duteous rise. 
To deck its poet's sylvan grave ! 

In yon deep bed of whispering reeds 

His airy harp' shall now be laid; 
That he whose heart in sorrow bleeds 

May love through life the soothing shade. 

Then maids and youths shall linger here; 

And, while its sounds at distance swell, 
Shall sadly seem in Pity's ear 

To hear the woodland pilgrim's knell. 

' The harp of .^Eolus, of which see a descriptioii in th^ 
Castle of Indcdence. 
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Remembrance oft shall haunt the shore, 
When Thames in summer wreaths is drest; 

And oft suspend the dashing oar^ 
To bid his gentle spirit rest ! 

And, oft as ease and health retire 

To breezy lawn, or forest deep, 
The friend shall view yon whitening' spire. 

And 'mid the varied landscape weep. 

But thou who 6wn*st that earthly bed, 

Ah ! what will every dirge avail ! 
Or tears which Love and Pity shed, 

That mourn beneath the gliding sail ! 

Yet lives there one whose heedless eye 
Shall scorn thy pale shrine glimmering near ! 

With him, sweet Bard, may Fancy die; 
And Joy desert the blooming year. 

But thou, lorn stream, whose sullen tide 
No sedge-crown'd Sisters now attend. 

Now waft me from the green hill*s side 
Whose cold turf hides the buried friend ! 

* Richmond Church, in which Thomgon was huried. 



88 

And see, the ikiry valleys fade ; 

Dun Night has veil*d the solemn view ! 
Yet once again, dear parted shade, 

Meek Nature's Child, again adieu! 

The genial^ meads, assigned to bless 
Thy life, shall mourn thy early doom ; 

There hinds and shqpherd-girls shall dress, 
With simple hands, thy rural tomb. 

Long, long, thy stone and pointed day 
Shall melt the musing Briton's eyes : 

O ! vales, and wild woods, shall he say. 
In yonder grave your Druid lies ! 



3 Mr. Thomson resided in the neighbourhood of Richmond 
some time before his death. 
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VERSES 

WRITTEN ON A PAPEB WHICH CONTAINED A PIECE OF 
BRIDE-CAKE. 

X £ curious hands, that hid from vulgar ejeB, 
By search profane shall find this hallow'd cake. 

With virtue's awe forbear the sacred prize. 
Nor dare a theft, for love and pity's sake ! 

This precious relic, form'd by magic power, 
Beneath the shepherd's haunted pillow laid, 

Was meant by love to charm the silent hour. 
The secret present of a matchless maid. 

The Cyprian queen, at Hymen's fond request. 
Each nice ingredient chose with happiest art ; 

Fears, sighs, and wishes of th' enamour'd breast, 
And pains that please, are mixt in every part. 

With rosy hand the spicy fruit she brought, 
From Paphian hills, and fair Cytherea's isle; 

And tempered sweet with these the melting thought. 
The kiss ambrosial, and the yielding smile. 



90 

Ambiguous looks, that scorn and yet relent, 
Denials mild, and finn unalter'd truth ; 

Reluctant pride, and amorous faint consent. 
And meeting ardours, and exulting youth. 

Sleep, ^¥ayward God ! hath sworn, while these remaiD, 
With flattering dreams to dry his n^htly tear. 

And cheerful Hope, so oft invoked in vain. 
With fairy songs shall sooth his pensive ear. 

If, bound by vows to Friendship's gentle side. 
And fond of soul, thou hop*st an equal grace. 

If youth or maid thy joys and griefs divide, 
O, much entreated leave this fatal place ! 

Sweet Peace, who long hath shunn'd my plaintive 

day. 
Consents at length to Ining me short delight, 
Thy careless steps may scare her doves away, 
And grief with raven note usurp the night. 
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ODE 

ON THE 

OPULAR SUPERSTITIONS OFTHE HIGHLANDS 
OF SCOTLAND; 

CONSIDERED AS THE SUBJECT OF POETRY. 
INSCBIBED TO MR. JOHN HOME. 

JtloMB, thou return'st from Thames, whose Naiads 
long 

Have seen thee lingering with a fond delay. 

Mid those soft friends, whose hearts, some future 
day, 
Shall melt, perhaps, to hear thy tragic song'. 
Go, not unmindful of that cordial youth' 

Whom, long endear'd, thou leay'st by Lavanf s side ; 
Together let us wish him lasting truth. 

And joy untainted, with his destin'd bride. 

> How truly did Collins predict Home's tragic povrert ! 
* A gentleman of the name of Barrow, who introduced 
Home to Collins. 
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Go ! nor regardless, while these numbers boast 

My short-liv'd bliss, forget my social name; 
But think, far off, how, on the southern coast, 

I met thy friendship with an equal flame ! 
Fresh to that soil thou tum'st, where every vale 

Shall prompt the Poet, and his song demand : 
To thee thy copious subjects ne'er shall fail ; 

Thou need'st but take thy pencil to thy hand, 
And paint what all believe, who own thy genial land. 

There, must thou wake perforce thy Doric quill; 

Tis Fancy's land to which thou sett'st thy feet; 

Where still, ^tis said, the fairy people meet, 
Beneath each birken shade, on mead or hill. 
There, each trim lass, that skims the milky store. 

To the swart tribes their creamy bowls allots; 
By night they sip it round the cottage door, 

While airy minstreb warble jocund notes. 
There, every herd, by sad experience, knows 

How, wing'd with fate, their elf-shot arrows fly, 
When the sick ewe her summer food foregoes, 

Or, stretchM on earth, the heart>smit heifers lie, 
Such airy beings awe th' untutor'd swain : 

Nor thou, though leam'd, his homelier thoughts 
neglect; 
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Let thy sweet muse the rural faith sustain ; 

These are the themes of simple, sure effect, 
That add new conquests to her boundless reign, 

And fill, with double force, her heart-commanding 
strain. 

E'en yet preserved, how often may'st thou hear. 

Where to the pole the Boreal mountains run. 

Taught by the father, to his listenmg son, 
Strange lays, whose power had charm'd a Spenser's ear. 
At every pause, before thy mind possest, 

Old Runic bards shall seem to rise around, 
With uncouth lyres, in many-colour'd vest. 

Their matted hau* with boughs fantastic crown'd: 
Whether thou bid'st the well-taught hind repeat 

The choral dirge, that mourns some chieftain brave, 
When every shrieking maid her bosom beat. 

And strew'd with choicest herbs his scented grave ! 
Or whether, sitting in the shepherd's shieP, 

Thou hear'st some sounding tale of war^s alarms; 
When at the bugle's call, with fire and steel, 

The sturdy clans pour'd forth their brawny swarms, 
And hostile brothers met, to prove each other's arms. 

3 A summer hat,bailt in the high part of the moDntains, to 
tend their flocks in the warm season, when the pasture is fine. 
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Tis thme to sing, how, framing hideous spdls. 

In Sky's lone isle, the gifted wizard-seer, 

Lodg'd in the wintry cave with Fate's fell speUt 
Or in the depth of Uisfs dark forest dwells: 

How they, whose sight such dreary dreams engross, 
With their own vision oft astonish'd droop. 

When, o'er the wat*iy strath, or quaggy moss, 
They see the gliding ghosts unbodied tnx^. 

Or, if in sports, or on the festive green. 
Their destined glance some fated youth descry. 

Who now, perhaps, in lusty vigour seen, 
And rosy health, shall soon lamoited die. 

For them the viewless forms of air obey; 
Their bidding heed, and at their beck repair: 

They know what spirit brews the stonnful day. 
And heartless, oft like moody madness, stare 
To see the phantom train their secret woik prepare. 

To mon^urchs dear^, some hundred miles astnqr. 
Oft have they seen Fate give the fatal blow ! 

4 The fifth stanza, and the half of the sixth, in Dr. Carlyle's 
copy, printed in the first volume of the " Transactkuifl'' of 
the Royal Society of Edinburgh, being deficient, ha?e beea 
supplied by Mr. Mackenzie ^ whose lines are here annexed, 
for the purpose of comparison, and to do justice to the elegant 
.author of the Man of Feeling : 
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The seer, in Sky, 8liriek*d as the blood did flow. 
When headless Charles warm on the scaiFold lay ! 



** Or on some bellying rock that shades the deep. 

They view the lurid signs that cross the sky, 

Where in the west, the brooding tempests lie ; 
And hear the first, faint, rustling pennons sweep. 
Or in the arched cave, where deep and dark 

The broad, unbroken billows heave and swell. 
In horrid musings wrapt, they sit to mark 

The laboring moon; or list the nightly yell 
Of that dread spirit, whose gigantic form 

The seer's entranced eye can well survey. 
Through the dim air who guides the driving storm, 

And points the wretched bark its destined prey. 
Or him who hovers on his flagging wing. 

O'er the dire whiripool, that, in ocean's waste. 
Draws instant down whatever devoted thing 

The falling breeze within its reach hath plac'd — 
The distant seaman hears, and flies with trembling haste. 

Or, if on land the flend exerts his sway. 
Silent he broods o'er quicksand, bog, or fen. 
Far from the sheltering roof and haunts of men, 

When witched darkness shuts the eye of day. 
And shrouds each star that wont to cheer the nighty 

Or, if the drifted snow perplex the way. 
With treacherous gleam be lures the fated wight. 

And leads him floundering on and quite astray*." 

• Shortly aAer these lints by Mr. Mickenzie had been published, 
the Mkmint were produced ; which many readers probably will think 
have at least as mach of Collins** manner in them : 

" For oft when Eve hath spread her dusky veil. 
And hid each star that wont to cheer the night, 
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As Boreas threw his young Aurora' forth. 
In the first year of the first George's reign. 

And battles rag'd in welkin of the North, 
They moum'd in aur, fell, fell rebellion slain ! 

s By young Aurora, Collins undoubtedly meant the first 
appearance of the northern lights, which happened about the 
year 1715 ; at least, it is most highly probable, from this pe- 
culiar circumstance, that no ancient writer whatever has 
taken any notice of them, nor even any one modern, previous 
to the above period. 



In some deep gleo remote flrom hunaa sight. 
The griesly wizard his associates hail. 
There, at the thrilUng verse, aad ebtrraed spell, 

Fsntsstic shapes and direfal shadows throag; 
Nights sober ear piercing with hideous yell. 

While in the goblin roand tbey troop along. 
Thence each betakes him to his several toil ; 

To dif e, to fly, to ride the wintry blast. 
To dig the mine, to cleave the church-yard soil. 

Or rake the bottom of the watry waste. 
Each powertU drug, with more than mortal skill, 

Where'er bestowed, or hid from searching eye. 
Selecting heedful of their taskers will: 

Nor cease their labours till the dawn descry 
Their hated impious work, and reddens all the sky. 

** Nor wilt thou leave for other bards to sing. 

The nitbless spirit of the angry flood; 

How, at grey eve, in fell and crafty mood. 
O'er fen and lake lie shakes his foggy wii^ : 
Or when the curfew with his sullen note. 

Unchains, to roam the earth, each elfla sprite, 
Like some drear lamp, from out the qnagiy moat. 

The flead shines forth, to lure th' iacaatloM wight" 
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And as, of late, they joy 'd in Preston's fight, 

Saw, at sad Falkurk, all their hopes near crown'd ! 
They -rav'd ! divining, through their second sight*. 

Pale, red Culloden, where these hopes were drown'd ! 
Illustrious Wilham^! Britain's guardian name! 

One William sav'd us from a tyrant's stroke ; 
He, for a sceptre, gain'd heroic fame. 

But thou, more glorious, Slavery's chain hast broke, 
To reign a private man, and bow to Freedom's yoke ! 

These, too, thou'lt sing ! for well thy magic muse 

Can to the topmost heaven of grandeur soar; 

Or stoop to wail the svirain that is no more ! 
Ah, homely swains ! your homeward steps ne'er lose ; 

Let not dank WilP mislead you to the heath; 
Dancing in mirky night, o'er feu and lake, 

He glows, to draw you downward to your death, 
In his bewitch'd, low, marshy, willow brake! 

' Second sight is the tenn that is used for the dirination 
of the Highlanders. 

1 The late duke of Cumberland, who defeated the Pre* 
tender at the battle of Culloden. 

* A fiery meteor, called by various names, such as Will 
with the Wisp, Jack with the Lantern, &c. It hovers in the 
4dr over marshy and fenny places. 

G 
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What tijough fur off, from some dark dell espied^ 

His glimmeriDg mazes cheer th' excursive sight, 
Yet turn, ye wanderers, turn your steps aside, 

Nor trust the guidance of that faithless light; 
For watchful, lurking, 'mid th* unrustling reed, 

At those mirk hours the wily monster lies. 
And listens oft to hear the passing steed, 

And frequent round him rolls his sullen eyes. 
If chance his savage wrath may some weak wretch 
surprise. 

Ah, luckless swain, o'er all unblest, indeed ! 

Whom late bewilder'd in the dank, dark fen. 

Far from his flocks, and smoking hamlet, then ! 
To that sad spot where hums the sedgy weed : 

On him, enrag*d, the fiend, in angry mood, 
Shall never look with Pity's kind concern, 

But instant, furious, raise the whelming flood 
0*er its drotvn'd banks, forbidding all return ! 

Or, if he meditate his wish'd escape, 
To some dim hill, that seems uprising near, 

To his faint eye, the grim and grisly shape, 
In all its terrors clad, shall wild appear. 

Meantime the watery surge shall round him rise, 
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Pour'd sudden forth from every swelling source ! 

What now remains but tears and hopeless sighs? 
His fear-shook limbs have lost their youthful force^ 
And down the waves he floats, a pale and breathless 
corse! 

For him in vain his anxious wife shall wait, 

Or wander forth to meet him on his way ; 
For him in vain at to-fall of the day, 

His babes shall linger at th* unclosing gate ! 
Ah, ne'er shall he return ! Alone, if Night, 

Her traveled limbs in broken slumbers steep ! 
With drooping willows drest, his mournful sprite 

Shall visit sad, perchance, her silent sleep : 
Then he, perhaps, with moist and watery hand. 

Shall fondly seem to press her shuddering check, 
And with his blue-swoln face before her stand, 

And, shivering cold, these piteous accents speak : 
** Pursue, dear wife, thy daily toils, pursue, 

" At dawn or dusk, industrious as before; 
** Nor e'er of me one helpless thought renew, 

" While I lie weltering on the osier'd shore, 
" Drown'd by the Kelpie's' wrath, nor e'er shall aid 
thee more!" 

9 The water fiend. 
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Unbounded is thy range ; with varied skill 

Thy muse may, like those feathery tribes which 
spring 

From their rude rocks, extend her skirting wing 
Round the moist marge of each cold Hebrid isle, 

To that hoar pile'^ which still its ruins shows: 
In whose small vaults a pigmy-folk is found, 

Whose bones the delver with hb spade upthrows, 
And culls them, wond'ring, from the hallowed 

ground! 
Or thither", where beneath the showery west, 

The mighty kings of tliree fair realms are laid; 
Once foes, perhaps, together now they rest. 

No slaves revere them, and n6 wars invade: 
Yet frequent now, at midnight solemn hour, 

The rifted mounds their yawnmg cells unfold, 
And forth the monarchs stalk with sovereign powei") 

In pageant robes, and wreath'd with sheeny gold, 
And on their twilight tombs aerial council hokl. 



^^ One of the Hebrides is called the Isle of Pigmies; 
where it is reported, that several miniature bones of the 
human species have been dug up in the ruins of a cbapfl 
there. 

i< Icolmkili, one of the Hebrides, where near sixty of the 
ancient Scottish^ Irish, and Norwegiaa kings are interred. 
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But, ofa, o'er all, forget not Kilda*s race. 

On whose bleak rocks, which brave the wasting tides, 

Fair Nature's daughter, Virtue, yet abides. 
Go ! just, as they,^eir blstmeless manners trace ! 

Then to my ear transmit some gentle song, 
Of thpse whose lives are yet sincere and plain. 

Their bounded walks the rugged clif& along. 
And all their prospect but the wintry main. 

With sparing temperance, at the needful time. 
They drain the scented spring; or, hunger-prest, 

Along th' Atlantic rock, undreading climb, 
And of its eggs despoil the solan's'^ nest. 

Thus, blest in primal innocence they live, 
SufficM, and happy with that frugal fare 

Which tasteful toil and hourly danger give. 
Hard is their shallow soil, and bleak and bare ; 

Nor ever vernal bee was heard to murmur there ! 

Nor need'st thou blush that such false themes engage 
Thy gentle mind, of fairer stores possest; 
For not alone they touch the village breast, 

But filled, in elder time, th' historic page. 

>' An aquatic bird like a goose, on the eggs of which the 
inhabitants of St. Kilda, another of the Hebrides, chiefly 
snbsist. 
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There, Shakspeare's self, with every garland 
crown'd, 
Flew to those fairy climes his fancy sheen. 

In musing hour; his wayward sisters found, 
And with their terrors drest the magic scene. 

From them he sung, when, 'mid his bold design. 
Before the Scot, afflicted, and aghast! 

The shadowy kings of Banquo's fated line 
Through the dark cave in glcamy pageant pass'd. 

Proceed ! nor quit the tales which, simply told, 
Could once so well my answering bosom pierce; 

Proceed, in forceful sounds, and colour bold, 
The native legends of thy land rehearse; 
To such adapt thy lyre, and suit thy powerful verse. 

In scenes like these, which, daring to depart 

From sober truth, are still to Nature true. 
And call forth fresh delight to Fancy's view, 
Th' heroic muse employed her Tasso's art! 

How have I trembled, when, at Tancred's stroke, 
Its gushing blood the gaping cypress pour'd ! 

When each live plant with mortal accents spoke, 
And the wild blast upheav*d the vanished sword ! 

How have I sat, when pip'd the pensive wind, 
To hear his harp by British Fairfax stning! 
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Prevailing poet! whose uudoubting mind 
Believ'd the magic wonders which he sung ! 

Hence, at each sound, imagination glows! 
Hence, at each picture, vivid life starts here ! 

Hence his warm lay with softest sweetness flows! 
Melting it flows, pure, murmuring, strong, and cle^r, 
And filb th' impassion'd heart, and wins th' harmo- 
nious ear ! 

All hail, ye scenes that o'er my soul prevail! 
Ye splendid friths and lakes, which, far away, 

Are by smooth Annan '^ fill'd, or past'ral Tay", 
Or Don's ^^ romantic springs, at distance hail ! 
The time shall come, when I, perhaps, may tread 

Your lowly glens'*, o'erhungwith spreading broom; 
Or, o'er your stretching heaths, by Fancy led; 

Or o'er your mountains creep, in awful gloom ! 
Then will I dress once more the faded bower. 

Where Jonson'^ sat m Drummond's classic shade; 
Or crop, from Tiviotdale, each lyric flower. 

And mourn, on Yarrow's banks, where Will/s laid ! 

»3 Three rivers in Scotland. '4 Vallies. 

" Ben Jonson paid a visit on foot, in 1619, to the Scotch 
poet Drumiuond, at his seat of fiawthornden, within foui 
miles of Edinburgh. 
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Meantime, ye powers that on the plains which bore 
The cordial youth, on Lothian's plains '^, attend !^ 

Where'er Home dwells, on hill, or lowly moor, 
To him I lose your kind protection lend. 

And, touch'd with love like mine, preserve my absent 
fnend"'! 



*^ Barrow, it seems, was at the Edinburgh University, 
which is in the county of Lothian. 

>7 The following exquisite Supplembntal Stanzas to the 
foregoing Ode, will be found to commemorate some striking 
Scottish superstitions omitted by CorxiNS. They are the pro- 
duction of William Ersrinb, Esq. Advocate, and form a Con- 
tinuation of the Address, by Collins, to the Author of DouglaSj^ 
exhorting him to celebrate the traditions of Scotland. They 
originally appeared in the Edinburgh Magazine for April, 
1788. 

<< Thy muse may tell, how, when at evening's close. 

To meet her love beneath the twilight shade. 
O'er many a broom -clad brae and heathy glade. 

In merry mood the village maiden goes. 
There, on a streamlet's margin as she lies, 

Chaunting some carol till her swain appears. 
With visage, deadly pale, in pensive guise. 

Beneath a withered fir his form be rears * ! 



* The wraith, or spectral appearance, of a person sbortl; to die, ii 
a firm article in the creed of Scottish superstition. Nor is it ankJiown 
In our sister kingdom. See the storyof the beantifnl (x^y Diana Rich. 
—Aubrey's Miscellanies, p, 89. 
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Shrieking and sad, she bends her irie flight, 

When, mid dire heaths, where flits the taper blue. 
The whilst the moon sheds dim a sickly light. 

The airy funeral meets her blasted view ! 
When, trembling, weak, she gains her cottage low. 

Where magpies scatter notes of presage wide. 
Some one shall tell, while tears in torrents flow, 

That, just when twilight dimm'd the green hill's side. 
Far in his lonely sheil her hapless shepherd died. 

" Let these sad strains to lighter sounds give place ! 

Bid thy brisk viol warble measures gay ! 
For see ! recall*d by thy resistless lay, 

Once more the Brownie shews his honest face. 
Hail, from thy wanderings long, my much-lov'd sprite 

Thou friend, thou lover of the lowly, hail ? 
Tell, in what realms thou sport'st thy merry night, 

Trail'st the long mop, or whirl'st the mimic flail. 
Where dost thou deck the much-disordered hall. 

While the tired damsel in Elysium sleeps. 
With early voice to drowsy workman call. 

Or lull the dame while mirth his vigils keeps } 
'Twas thus in Caledonia's domes, 'tis said. 

Thou ply'dst the kindly task in years of yore : 
At last, in luckless hour, some erring maid 

Spread in thy nightly cell of viands store : 
Ne'er was thy form beheld among their mountains more*. 



• * The Brownie formed a class of beings, distinct in habit and dis- 
position fk-om the frealLish and mitchievous elves. He was meagre, 
shaggy, and wild in his appearance. Thus, Clehmd, in his satire against 
the Highlanders, compares them to 

* Faones, or brotonieSf if ye will. 

Or satyres come from Atlas hilL! 
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*' Then wake (for well thou can'st) that wondrous lay, 
Howj while around the thoughtless matrons sleep. 

Soft &eT the floor the treacherous fairies creep. 
And bear the smiling infant far away: 



' In the day time, he larked in remote recesses of the old homes 
which he delighted to Jiannt; and, in the nlcht, sedulously employed 
himself in discharging any laborious tasli which he thought m^t be 
acceptable to the family, to whose service he had devoted himself. 
But, although, like Milton's lubbar fiend, he lovej to stretch himself by 
the fire*, he does not drudge f^om the hope of recompence. On the 
contrary, so delicate is his attachment, that the offer of reward, bat 
particularly of food, infallibly occasions his disappearance for evert. 



* ' ~how the drudging goblin swet. 
To earn the cream-bowl, duly set; 
When, in one night, ere glimpse of mora, 
His shadowy flail had thrash'd the cora. 
That ten day-lab'rers could not end; 
Then lies him down the lubbar fiend 
And, stretched out all the chimney's length. 
Basks at the fire his hairy strength; 
And, crop-ftill, out of doors he flings, 
E'er the first cock his matin rings. 

L*Atlegro. 

* When the menials in a Scottish fkmily protracted their vigils s 
the kitchen fire. Brownie, weary of being excluded firom the midsilght 
hearth, sometimes appeared at the door, seemed to watch their depisr- 
tnre, and thus admonished them—" Gang a' to yonr beds, sirs,, sad 
diana pat out the wee gricshoch (embers).'* 

# 

t It is told of a Brownie, who haunted a border family, now citlaet 
that the lady having fallen unexpectedly in labour, and the terraBt whs 
was ordered to ride to Jedburgh for the fogefemme^ shewing no grtll 
alertness ia setting out, the fomiliar spirit slipt on the greatcoat of the 
lingering domestic, rode to the town on the laird*s best horse, sad n- 
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How starts the nurse, when, for her loTely chUd, 

She sees at dawn a gaping idiot stare ! 
O snatch the innocent firom demons vilde, 

And save the parents fond from fell despair ! 
In a deep cave the trusty menials wait. 

When from their hilly dens, at midnight's hour, 
Forth rush the airy elves in mimic state. 

And o'er the moon-light heath with swiftness scour: 



torued with the midwife en croupe. During the short space of his ab- 
sence, the Tweed, which they must necessarily ford, rose to a dangeroai 
height. Brownie, who transported his charge with all the rapidity of 
the ghostly lover of Leonora, was not to be stopped by this obstacle. 
He plonged in with the terrifled old lady, and landed her in safety 
where her services were wanted. Having put the horse into the stable 
where it was afterwards found in a woeful plight), he proceeded to the 
room of the servant, whose duty he had discharged; and, finding him 
just in the act of drawing on his boots, he administered to him a most 
merciless drubbing with his own horse-whip. Such an important ser- 
vice excited the gratitude of the laird; who, understanding that 
Brownie had been heard to express a wish to have a green coat, ordered 
a vestment of that colour to be made, and left in his haunts. Brownie 
took away the green coat, but never was seen more. We may suppose, 
that, tired of his domestic drudgery, he went in his new livery to join 
the fairies. 

' The last Brownie, known in Ettrick forest, resided in Bodsbeck, a 
wild and solitary spot, where he exercised his functions undisturbed, 
tlB the scmpulous devotion of an old lady induced her to hire him 
away, as it was termed, by placing in his haunt a porringer of milk 
and a piece of money. After receiving this hint to depart, he wis 
beard the whole night to howl and cry. " Farewell to bonny Bodslkk!'* 
which he was compelled to abandon for ever.* 

It seems no improbable coi^ectnre, that the Broome is a legitimate 
descendant of the Lar FamUiaria of the ancients. 
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In glittering arms the little horsemen shine; 

Last, on a milk-white steed, with targe of gold, 
A fey of might appears, whose arms entwine 

The lost, lamented child ! the shepherds bold* 
The miconscious infant tear from his unhallowed hold. 



* For tn account of the Fairy Bupentition, see the Introdaction to 
the " Taleof Tamlane," in that elegant worli called Minatrdsy qfikt 
Scottish Border, vol. ii. p. 174. Second Edition. 



% 
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OBSERVATIONS 

ON THB 

ORIENTAL ECLOGUES. 



X HE genius of the pastoral, as well as of every other 
respectable species of poetry, had its origin in the 
East, and from thence was transplanted by the Muses 
of Greece; but whether from the continent of the 
Lesser Asia, or from Egypt, which, about the era of 
the Grecian pastoral, was the hospitable nurse of let- 
ters, it is not easy to determine. From the subjects, 
and the manner of Theocritus, one would incline to 
the latter opinion, while the history of Bion is in 
favour of the former. 

However, though it should still remain a doubt 
through what channel the pastoral travelled west- 
ward, there is not the least shadow of uncertainty 
concerning its oriental origin. 

In those ages, which, guided by sacred chronology, 
from a comparative view of time, we call the early 
ages, it appears, from the most authentic historians, 
that the chiefs of the people employed themselves in 
rural exercises, and that astronomers and legislators 
-^w€re at the same time shepherds. Thus Strabo in- 
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forms us, that the history of the creation was commu- 
nicated to the Egyptians by a Chaldean shepherd. 

From these circumstances it is evident, not only that 
such shepherds were capable of all the dignity and 
elegance peculiar to poetry, but that whatever poetry 
they attempted would be of the pastoral kind; would 
take its subjects from those scenes of rural simplicity 
in which they were conversant, and, as it was the 
offspring of harmony and nature, would employ the 
powers it derived from the former, to celebrate the 
beauty and benevolence of the latter. 

Accordingly we find that the most ancient poems 
treat of agriculture, astronomy, and other objects 
within the rural and natural systems. 

What constitutes the difference between theGeorgic 
and the Pastoral, is love and the colloquial or dramatic 
form of composition peculiar to the latter: this form 
of composition is sometimes dispensed with, and love 
and rural imagery alone are thought sufficient to dis- 
tinguish the pastoral. The tender passion, however, 
seems to be essential to this species of poetry, and is 
hardly ever excluded from those pieces that were 
intended to come under this denomination: even in 
those eclogues of the Amoebean kind, whose only 
purport is a trial of skill between contending shep- 
herds, love has its usual share, and the praises of 
their respective mistresses are the general subjects of 
the competitors. 

It is to be lamented, that scarce any oriental com- 
positions of this kind have survived the ravages of 
ignorance, tyranny, and time; we cannot doubt that 
many such have been extant, possibly as far down as 
that fatal period, never to be mentioned in the world 
of letters without horror, when the glorious roonu- 
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ments of human ingenuity perished in the ashes of 
the Alexandrian library. 

Those ingenious Greeks, whom we call the parents 
of pastoral poetry, were, probably, no more than 
imitators, that derived their harmony from higher 
and remoter sources, and kindled their poetical fires 
. at those then unextinguished lamps which burned 
within the tombs of oriental genius. 

It is evident that Homer has availed himself of those 
magnificent images and descriptions so frequently to 
be met with in the books of the Old Testament ; and 
why may not Theocritus, Moschus, and Bion, have 
found their archetypes in other eastern writers, whose 
names have perished with their works ? yet, though 
it may not be illiberal to admit such a supposition, 
it would certainly be invidious to conclude, what the 
malignity of cavillers alone could suggest with regard 
to Homer, that they destroyed the sources from 
which they borrowed, and, as it is fabled of the 
young of the pelican, drained their supporters to 
death. 

As the Septuagint-translation of the Old Testament 
was performed at the request, and under the patro- 
nage, of Ptolemy Philadelphus, it were not to be 
wondered if Theocritus, who was entertained at that 
prince's court, had borrowed some of his pastoral 
imagery from the poetical passages of those books. — 
I think it can hardly be doubted that the Sicilian 
poet had in his eye certain expressions of the prophet 
Isaiah, when he wrote the following lines: 

V'jt ut fAti 9ogcot7e /Sarof, ^ogcot?^ i* etxavdav. 
ITavra i* cvaXXa ycvotro, xai & rmrvg oy^mg tf(Mxi$i 
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Let vexing brambles the blue violet bear, 

On the rade thorn Narcissus dress his hair, 

All, all reversed — The pine with pears be crown'd. 

And the bold deer shall drag the trembling hound. 

The cause, indeed, of these phenomena is very dif- 
ferent in the Greek from what it is in the Hebrew 
poet; the former employing them on the death, the 
latter on the birth, of an important person: but the 
marks of imitation are nevertheless obvious. 

It might, however, be expected, that if Theocritus 
had borrowed at all from the sacred writers, the cele 
brated epithalamium of Solomon, so much within his 
own walk of poetry, would not certainly have escaped 
his notice. His epithalamium on the marriage of 
Helena, moreover, gave him an open field for imita- 
tion ; therefore, if he has any obligations to the royal 
bard, we may expect to find him there. The very 
opening of the poem is in the Spirit of the Hebrew 
song: 

The colour of imitation is still stronger in the follow- 
ing passage: 

Awg ait sWoia-a xmXov iit^aivt vr^wiroVf 
, noTVta vvi arty Xei/xov t»^ x'lfxsfog »vevTOf • 
*Xldc xat a XJ^vcrsa *EKiva ^icfatvcr' tv rifJUVf 
Jlifi^t) [xtyaKrf ar avf^ga^ey oyfjuog agH^, 
H ToaTtw xvTta^ia-aog, n o^fAaTi Qto'o-a'Kog imirog. 

This description of Helen is infinitely above the st^le 
and figure of the Sicilian pastoral — ** She is like the 
rising of the golden morning, when the night de- 
parteth^ and when the winter is over and gone. She 
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tesembleth the cypress in the garden, the horse in 
the chariots of Thessaly." These figures plainly de- 
dare their origin; and others, equally imitative, 
might be pointed out in the same Idyllium. 

TMs beautiful and luxuriant marriage pastoral of 
Solonioo,bthe only perfect form of theoriental eclogue 
that has suryiveii the ruins of time; a happiness for 
which it is, probably, more indebted to its sacred 
character than to its intrinsic merit. Not that it is by 
any means destitute of poetical excellence: like all 
the eastern poetry, it is bold, wild, and unconnected 
in its figures, allusions, and parts, and has all that 
giacefiil and magnificent daring which characterises 
Hb metaphorical and comparative imageiy. 

In consequence of these peculiarities, so ill adapted 
to the frigid genius of the North, Mr. Collins could 
make but littie use of it as a precedent fiM: his oriental 
eck)gues ; and even in his third eclogue, where the sub- 
ject is of a similar nature, he has chosen rather to fol- 
low the mode of the Doric and the Latin pastoral. 

The scenery and subjects then of the foregoing 
eclogues alone are oriental; the style and colouring 
are purely European ; and, for this reason, the author's 
preface, in wliich he intimates that he had the original 
from a merchant who traded to the East, is omitted, 
as behig now altogether superfluous. 

With regard to the merit of these eck^gues, it may 
justly be asserted, that in simplicity of descriplkm 
and expression, in delicacy and softness of nombert^ 
and in natural and unaffected tenderness, they are 
not to be equalled by any thing of the pastoral kind, 
in the EagMsh language. 
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It Is difficult to sfty \i^hether hU Apdttfopte to the 
«« mute comp^niotts of his toils" is more to btt dd^ 
mired for the elegince and l>eftuty of tlie {kietictil 
imagery, or for the tendemen and humanity of th« 
sentiment. He ^ho can read it without lidng af* 
fected^ will do his heart no injustice, if he OonCludtH 
it to be destitute of sen^bility. 

*' Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear 
In all my grieft a BttM thill «qttal share! 
Here, where no springs in murmurs break away, 
Or moss-crown'd fountain^ niitigate the day. 
In vain ye hope the green delights to know. 
Which plains tnote blest, or vendant ttHitn, besbWi 
Here rocks alone and tasteless sands are fomid. 
And fhint and sickly winds for ever howl aromkL'* 

Yet in these beautiful lines there is a slight error, 
which writers of the greatest genius very frequently 
fall into. — It will be needless to observe to the accu- 
rate reader, that in the fifth add sixth verses there i^ 
a verbal pleonism where the poet speaks of the greai 
delights of verdant vales. There is an oversight of the 
same kind iu the Mauners, An Ode; VrhiM the poet 
says 

** Seine's blue njrmphs deplore 

Intoatchety 



Hiis fault is hideed a cmnmoh otiei but to a reader of 
taste it is neverthelen disgustful ; and it l§ ilietitiaMd 
iiere as the error of a man of genius and judgmenli 
that men ofgeniUB and Judgment may guard agaflMit ft 
Mr. CoUlns speaks like a true poet^ tts nveU M 
aentimetit as expression, wheUi with tegM ¥i iS» 
thirst of wealth, he says, 

<« Why heed w« not, while mad we haste akiftgi 
The geatit volM Of faaoei <MrPlia«Ufi^iMv^ 
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Or yi^erefore thinly tl|e flowery moimtiun's side, 
t^ fountain's murmurs, and the y8Ue3r's pride, 
Why think we these less pleasing to behokj. 
Than dreary deserts, if they lead to gold ?" 

But however just the^ sentiments may appear to those 
who have not revolted from nature and simplicity, had 
the author proclaimed them in Lombai^-street, or 
Cheapside, he would not have been complimented 
with the understanding of the bell-man. — A striking 
proof, that our own particular ideas of happiness re- 
gulate our opinions concerning the sense and wisdom 
of others! 

It is impossible to take leave of this most beautifpl 
eclogue, without paying the tribute of admiration so 
justly due to the following nervous lines : 

'^ What if the lion in bis rage I meet !— — 
Oft in the dnst I view his printed feet: 
And* fearfiU ! oft, when day's declining light 
yields ^er pale empire to the moHrn^ir flight. 
By hunger rou^'d* he scoqrs ^e ^oaning plaiii. 
Gaunt wolves and sullen tigers in his train : 
Before them death with shrieks directs their way. 
Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey." 

This, amongst many other passages to be met with in 
the writings of Collins, shows that his genius was per- 
fectly capable of the grand and magnificent in de- 
scription, notwithstanding what a learned writer has 
advanced to the contrary. Nothing, certainly, could 
be more greatly conceived, or more adequately ex- 
pressed, than the image in the last couplet. 

That deception, sometimes used in rhetoric and 
poetrjT) which presents us with an object or sentiment 



118 

contrary to what we expected^ is here introduced to 
the greatest advantage: 

« Farewell the youth, whom mghs could not detain. 
Whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in vain ! 
Yet, as thou go»gt, may every blast arii c 
Weak and unfelt as these rejected sighs i" 

Put this, perhaps, is rather an artificial prettineai, 
than a real or natural beauty. 



ECLOGUE m. 

That innocent and native simplicity of manners, 
which, in the first eclogue, was allowed to constitute 
the happiness of love, is here beautifully described in 
its effects. The sultan of Persia marries a Geoigian 
shepherdess, and finds in her embraces that genuine 
felicity which unperverted nature alone can bestow. 
The most natural and beautiful parts of this eclogue 
are those where the fair sultana refers with so much 
pleasure to her pastoral amusements, and tliose scenes 
of happy innocence in which she passed her early 
years ; particularly when, upon her first departure, 

" Oft as she went, she backward turn'd her view. 
And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu." 

This picture of amiable simplicity reminds one of that 
passage, where Proserpine, when carried off by Pluto, 
regrets the loss of the flowers she has been gathering. 

** Collecti flores tunicis cecidere remissis: 
Tantaque simplicitas puerilibus adfiiit annis, 
Haec quoque virginium movit jactura dolorem." 
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ECLOGUE IV. 

The beautiful, but unfortunate country, vfheve the 
scene of this pathetic eclogue is laid, had been recently 
torn in pieces by the depredations of its savage 
neighbours, when Mr. Collins so affectingly described 
its misfortunes. This ingenious man had not only a 
pencil to pourtray, but a heart to feel for the mise- 
ries of mankind ; and it is with the utmost tenderness 
and humanity he enters into the narrative of Circassians 
ruin, while he realizes the scene, and brings the pre- 
sent drama before us. Of every circumstance that 
could possibly contribute to the tender effect this 
pastoral was designed to produce, the poet has availed 
himself with the utmost art and address. Thus he 
prepares the heart to pity the distresses of Circassia, 
by representing it as the scene of the happiest love. 

" In fair Circassia, where, to love inclined. 
Each swain was blest, for every maid was kind." 

To give the circumstance of the dialogue a more 
affecting solemnity, he makes the time midnight, and 
desoribes the two shepherds in the very act of ^ight 
from the destruction that swept over their country : 

". Sad o'er the dews, two brother shepherds fled. 
Where wildering fear and desperate sorrow led.'* 

There is a beauty and propriety in the epithet wil" 
dering, which strikes us more forcibly, the more we 
consider it. 

The opening of the dialogue is equally happy, na- 
tural, and unaffected ; when one of the shepherds, 
weary and overcome with the fatigue of flight, calls 



Upon hisxompaiuon to review the length of way they 
had passed. This is certainly painting from nature, 
and the thoughts, however obvious, or destitute of 
refinement, are perfectly in character. But, as the 
closest pursuit of nature is the surest way to excdlenoe 
in general, and to sublimity in particular, in poetical 
description, so we find that this simple suggestion of 
the shepherd is not unattended with magnificence. 
There is a grandeur and variety in the landscape he 
describes: 

** And first review that long-extoiDded i4aiQ, 
And yoD wide groves, already pait wi^ pain ! 
Yon rag|;ed cliff, whose dangerous path we try'd ! 
And, last, this lofty mountain's weary sidfB !'> 

There is, in imitative harmony^ an act of expressing 
a slow and difiicult movement by adding to the usuiu 
number of pauses in a verse. This is olMervable in 
the line that describes the ascent of the AKmntain: 

And last || this lofty mountain's || weary side y. 

Here we fii^id the number of pauses, or musical bars, 
which, in an heroic verse. Is commonly two, increased 
to three. 

The liquid melody, and the numerous sweetney of 
expression in the following descriptive lines is almost 
inimitably beautiful: 

*' Sweet to the sight is Zabran's flowery plain. 
And oqce by nymphs and shepherds lov'd in vain 1 
No more the virgins shall delight to rove 
By Sargis' banks, or Irwan's shady grove ; 
On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale. 
Or breftthe the sweets of Aly's flowery vale,** 
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Nevertheless in this delightful landscape t&ere is an 
obvious fault: there is no distinction between the 
plain of 2^bran, and the vale of Aly : they are both 
flowery, and consequeptly undiverted. This could 
not proceed from the poef s want of judgment, but 
from inattention: it had not occurred to him that he 
had employed the epithet flowery twice within so 
short a compass; an oversight which those who are 
accustomed to poetical, or, indeed, to any other 
species of composition, know to be very possible. 

Nothing can be more beautifully conceived, or 
more pathetically expressed, ihan the shepherd's ap- 
prehensions for his ^ur country-women, exposed to 
the ravages of the invaders. 

" In vain Circassia boasts her spicy groves. 
For ever fom'd for pure and happy loves ; 
.In vain she boasts her hireat of the fair. 
Their eyiBp* bine languish, «nd their golden hair! 
Those eyes in tears their fruitless grief shall send; 
Those hairs the Tartar's cniel hapd shall reipd." 

There is certainly some very powerful charm in the 
Mquid mdody of sounds. The editor of these poems 
could never read or hear the following verse repeated, 
without a degree of pleasure otherwise entirely un- 
accountable: 

*' Their eyes* blue ianguUh, and their goUfn hair.'* 

Such are the Oriental Eclogues, which we leave with 
the same kind of anxious pleasure we fed upon a 
temporary parting with a bdoved flriend. 



OBSERVATIONS 

OK TBB 

ODES, 

DESCRIPTIVE AND ALLBOORIGAL. 



JL HE genius of Collins was capable of every degree 
of excellence in lyric poetry, and perfectly qualified 
for that high province of the muse. Possessed of a 
native ear for all the varieties of harmony and modu- 
lation, susceptible of the finest feelings of. tenderness 
and humanity, but, above all, carried away by that 
high enthusiasm which gives to imagination its 
strongest colouring, he was at once capable of soothing 
the ear with the melody of his numbers, of infiuencing 
the passions by the force of his pathos, and of gratify^ 
ing the fancy by the luxuriancy of his dascripticm. 

In consequence of these powers, but, more particu- 
larly, in consideration of the last, he chose such sub- 
jects for his lyric essays as were most favourable for 
the indulgence of description and allegory ; where he 
could exercise his powers in moral and personal Mist- 
ing; where he could exert h|s invention in caakmng 
attributes on images or objects already new known, 
and described by a determinate number of charac- 
teristics; where he might give an uncommon eclat to 
his figures, by placing them in happier attitudes, or 
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in more advantageous lights, and introduce new 
Ibmis from the moral and intellectual world into the 
sodety of impersonated beings. 

Such, no doubt, were theprivileges which the poet 
expected, and such were the advantages he derived 
frcxn the descriptive and allegorical nature of his 
themes. 

It seems to have been the whole industry of our 
author (and it is, at the same time, almost all the 
claim to moral excellence his writings can boast) to 
promote the influence of the social virtues, by paint* 
ing them in the fairest and happiest lights. 

« Melior fieri tuendo," 
would be no improper motto to his poems in general, 
but of his lyric poems it seems to be the whole moral 
tendency and effect. If, therefore, it should appear 
to some readers that he has been more industrious to 
cultivate description than sentiment; it may be ob- 
served, that his descriptions themselves are senti- 
mental, and answer the whole end of that species of 
writing, by embellishing every feature of virtue, and 
by conveying, through the effects of the pencil, the 
finest moral lessons to the mind. 

Horace speaks of the fidelity of the ear in prefer- 
ence to the uncertainty of the eye ; but if the mind re- 
ceivesconviction,it is certainly of very little importance 
through what medium, or by which of the senses, it is 
conveyed. The impressions left on the imagination 
may possibly be thought less durable than the deposits 
of memory, but it may very well admit of a question, 
whether a conclusion of reason, or an impression of 
imagination, will soonest make its way to the heart. 
A moral precept, conveyed m words, is only an ac- 



t of truth in it»efli9cti; amanlpictiiieiftnitli 
fsenqOified;- wA wbkli is mart Uiody tp g^iqi npgn 
the affections, it may not be difficoU tp ^etafpain^ 

This, however, miMt be allowedt tbit thoie mks 
eiipriNieh the neareit tP peifpctioii Whipb unite thiM 
jpowmamladyaiiUgM; ^rbich jit onc9 influi^nof the 
imagination, and engage the memory; the (bfumr 
by the Cone of animated 91U) itriking d(eicriptiQp«^e 
Utter by a brief, but harmonioiis cooyeyiuice of ptf 
cept: thus, while the heart is Mimof^ through th? 
opmtion of the pasuont or the fsmfj, the efl^. 
which might otherwiia bare been tlinsi^t, if fmire4 
by the co-operating power of the memory, which 
treasm^s up in a short aphorism the moral scene. 

This is a good reason, and this, perhaps, is theody 
reason that can be given, why our dramatic perfi>nii- 
ances should generally end with a chain of couplets. 
la these the moral of the whole piece is usually oon* 
veyed ; ^nd that assistance which the memory bor^ 
rows fiom rhyme, as it was probably the original 
eause of it, gives it useftilness and propriety even 
there. 

After these apologies for the descriptive tum of the 
following odes, something remains to be said on the 
orifftn and use of allegory in poetical oomposHioD* 

By this we are not to understand the trope in the 
schools, which is defined aiiud loerbu, tiiimd team 
ctieHderef and of which Quintilian says, mu9 mi,ut 
trisHa Aeamm meUorihua verhit, mii ksue rei pusim 
emir&rus tigmfieemui, &c. }t n not the vefbal, 
but the sentimental allegory, not aUegorioal ex- 
pression (which, indeed, might come under thil term 
of metaphor), but allegorical imagery, that is here 
in question. 
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Wheil \i^e endoafour t6 traofe thb it|Mde« 6f flfo* 
riitiTe sentiment to iti ottgiii^ we find it cMVtd wttH 
literature itself. It is genially agf€ed that tlk6 fluMt 
ancimit ptoductioiHl ai^ potrtieal^ Ahd it id tmaiti tibat 
the mmt andtitit poems abMihd frith tik^{(wi6al 
imagery. 

If^ then, it be allowed that the dm literary |ii^ 
ductiotis were poetidal, we 6ha)l haYe little or no dif^ 
ficulty in discovering the oHglA df allego^. 

At the birth of letten, in the tfansitioh frbm hierb^ 
glyphicai to literal e)cptes«ian> it is not to be wotidered 
if the custom of exptessihg ideas by personal imagoes, 
which had so long prevailed, should still retain its ill' 
fluence on the midd^ though the Use of letters had 
rendered the practical application of it Superdootis. 
Those who had been accustomed to express strength 
by the image of an elephant^ swiftness by that of a 
panther> and courage by that of a liott» would make 
no scruple of substituting, in letters^ the symbols fyt . 
the ideas they had l>een used to represents 

Here we plainly see the origin of allegorical expres- 
sion, that it arose from the ashes of hieroglyphics; 
and if to the same cause we should refer that figura- 
tive boldness of style and imagery which dbtinguish 
the oriental writings, we shall, perhaps, conclude 
more justly, than if we Should impdte it to the supe- 
rior grandeur of eastern genius. 

From the same source with the verbal, we are to 
derive the sentimental allegory, which is nothing more 
than a continuation of the metaphoricsd or syml)olical 
expression of the several agents in an action, or the 
difibrent objects in a scene. 

I'he latter most peculiarly comes under the deno-^ 
mination of allegorical imagery $ and in this speckss 
«f allegory, we include the Impersonttioa of paeons. 
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afleotioiit, virtiiet and Tioes^&c. on aooounl of whitki 
principally^ the following odes were properly termedi 
by their author, allegorical. 

With respect to the utility of this figuratiye writing, 
the same arguments that have been advanced in &vour 
of descriptive poetry, will be of weight likewise here* 
It is, indeed, ih>m impersonation, or, as it is commonly 
termed, personification, that poetical description bor* 
rows its chief powers and graces. Without the aid of 
this, moral and intellectuiQ painting would be flat and 
unanimated, and even the scenery of material objects 
would be dull, without the introduction of fictitious 
life. 

These observations will be most effectually illus- 
trated by the sublime and beautiful odes that occa- 
sioned them ; in those it will appear how happily this 
allegorical painting may be executed by the genuine 
powers of poetical genius, and they will not fail to 
prove its force and utility by passing through the 
imagination to the heart. 



ODE TO PITY. 

Br Pella's bard, a magic name. 
By all the griefs his thought could firame. 

Receive my biunble rite : 
Long, Pity, let the nations view 
Thy sky-worn robes of tenderest bloe. 

And eyes of dewy light !" 

The propriety of invoking Pity through the mediatioii 
of Euripides is obvious. — ^That admirable poet had 
the keys of all the tender passions, and, therefor^ 
could not but stand in the highest esteem with a 
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writer of Mr. Collins's sensibility. — He did, indeed, 
admire him as much as Milton professedly did, and 
probably for the same reason; but we do not find 
that he has copied him so closely as the last-mentioned 
poet has sometimes done, and particularly in the 
opening of Samson Agonistes, which is an evident 
imitation of the following passage in the Phoenisse. 

Of^aXfAo; u av, vu:^afma'iy er^oy wg 
^evQ* ft; TO Xfv^ wfjtov t^vo; tiBua' f/tAov, 
ngo&in . Act III. Sc. I. 

The ** eyes of dewy light" is one of the happiest 
strokes of imagination, and may be ranked among 
those expressions which 

« — give us back the image of the mind*" 

*' Wild Arun too has heard thy strains. 
And Echo, 'midst my native phiins. 

Been sooth'd with Pity's lute." 
" There first the wren thy myrtles shed 
On gentlest Otway's infant head." 

Sussex, in which county the Arun is a small river, 
had the honour of giving birth to Otwayas well as to 
Collins : both these, unhappily, became the objects 
of that pity by which their writings are distinguished. 
There was a similitude in their genius and their suf- 
ferings. There was a resemblance in the misfi>rtunes 
and in the dissipation of their lives ; and the cir- 
cumstances of their death cannot - be remembered 
without pain. 

The thought of painting in the temple of Pity the 
history of human misfortunes, and of drawing the 
scenes fix>m the tragic muse, is very happy, and in 
every respect worthy the imagination of CoUini. 
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ODE TO FEAR. 

Mm. CoUintv who had often detenniiMd to apply 
himself to dramatic poetry, seems here, with the same 
view, to have addrosed one of tiie principal powers 
of the drama, and to implore that mighty influence 
she had given to the genius of Shakspeare : 

<^ Hither aleaiii tiiy 1^ deal. 
Teach iK hat once lilw Imft to Ibel: 
His cypiess wreath my meed decree. 
And I, O fear, wUl dweU with thee !>" 

In the construction of this nervous ode> the author hts 
shown equal power of judgment and imagination. 
Nothing can be more striking than the violent and 
abrupt abbreviatioA of the measure in the fifth and 
sixth verses, when he feels the strong inflaeftce of the 
power he invokes: 



ne mvokes: 

<* Ah, Fear, ah, frantic Fear ! 
I see, I see thee near." 



The editor of these poems has met with nothing in the 
same species of poetry, either in his own, or ki any 
other language, equal, in aU respects, to the ibflknriag 
description of danger : 

'* Banger, whose limbs of giant mdold 
What mortal eye can flx'd behold } 
Who staUcs hit found, an hideous htm. 
Howling amidst the midnight storm. 
Or throws him on the ridgy steep 
Of some loose hanging rook to deep.** 

It is impossible to contemplate the image conveyed 
in the two last venes without those emotions of terilv 
it was intended to excite. It has, moreover, the 



entire adrantage of noveity to rebdmihend it; for 
there is too much originality in ail the drcumstanceft^ 
to suppose that the author had in his eye that de- 
scription of the penal situation of Catiline in the 
ninth Mosid i 

" — — -> Te, Cadlina, minaci 

PeDdentem 8C(q^«» 

The archetype of the English poet's idea was in na- 
ture, and probably to her alone he vas indebted for 
the thought. From her, likewise, he derived that 
magnificence of conception, that horrible grandeur of 
imagery, displayed in the following lines: 

** Andthos^, the fiends, who near allied. 
O'er nature's wounds and wrecks preside j; 
While vengeance in the lurid air 
Lifts her red arm, expos>d and bare : 
On whom that ravening brood of fate, . 
Who lap the blood of sorrow, wait." 

That nutritive enthusiasm, which cherishes the seeds 
of poetry, and which is, indeed, the only soil wherein 
they will grow to perfection^ lays open the mind to 
all the influences of fiction. A passion for whatever 
is greatly wild, or magnificent in the wwks of nature^ 
sedkices the imagination to attend to all that is ex- 
travagant, however unnatural. Milton was notori- 
ously fond of high romance and gothic diablfrie$; 
and Collins, who in genius and enthusiasm bore no 
very distant resemblance to Milton, was wholly car* 
ried away by the same attachments. 

** Be mine to read the visions old. 
Which thy awakening bards have tdd: 
And, lest thou meet my blasted view. 
Hold each strange tale devoutly true." 
•' On thai thrice haUow'd eve, &c.» 
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There is an old traditionary superstition, that on St. 
Mark's eve, the forms of all such persons as shall die 
within the ensuing year, make their solemn entry into 
4he churches of their respective parishes, as St. Patrick 
swam over the channel, without their heads. 



ODE TO SIMPLICITY. 

JL HE measure of the ancient ballad seems to have 
been made choice of for this ode, on account of the 
subject; and it has^ indeed, an air of simplicity not 
altogether unaffecting; 

" By all the honey'd store 

On Hybla's thymy shore, 
By all her blooms, and mingled mormurs dear. 

By her whose We-loru woe. 

In evening musings slow, 
Sooth'd sweetly sad Electro's poet's ear." 

This allegorical imagery of the honey'd store, the 
blooms, and mingled murmurs of Hybla, alluding to 
the sweetness and beauty of the Attic poetry, has the 
finest and the happiest effect: yet, possibly, it will bear 
a question, whether the ancient Greek tragedians had a 
general claim to simplicity in any thing more than the 
plans of their drama. Their language, at least, was 
infinitely metaphorical ; yet it must be owned that they 
justly copied nature and the passions, and so far, cer- 
tainly, they were entitled to the palm of true simpli* 
city; tbelblbwing most beautiful speedi of Polynices 
will be a monument of this, so long as poetry shall 
last. 
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' ■ moXvian^s i* etptWfAfff 

rvfAWa-ta 3"' Sio-tv ntr^et^f Aigjoif, ^ ihug, 
flv tf iiXMwg airtXuBtig'f (ivni vroyut 
VauD, it oa-nn ofjLfx* e^wv iax^v^^ouv. 
AXX' (ix yag aXy»; aXyo;) av a itptAfjiM, 
Koga (v§*isus, ^^^ VTS'7r\u( fAtyMy^tfMS 
Exva-ay* "Emir, Fboeniss. ver. 369. 

'* fiut staid to sing alone 
To one distingiusli'd throne.'^ 

The poet cuts off the prevalence of simplicity among 
the Romans v^ith the reign of Augustus; and, indeed, 
it did not continue much longer, most of the compo- 
sitions, after that date, giving into false and artificial 
ornament. 

** No more, in hall or bower, 

The passions own thy power. 
Love, only love, her forceless numbers mean." 

In these lines the writings of the Proyen9al poets ar6 
principally alluded to, in which simplicity is generally 
sacrificed to the rhapsodies of romantic lore* 



ODE ON THE POETICAL CHARACTER. 

Proeul! 01 procul este prqfani! 

X HIS ode is 80 infinitely abstracted and replete with 
high enthusiasm, that it will find few readers capable 
of entering into the beauty of it, or of relishing its 
beauties. There is a style of sentiment as utterly 
unintelligible to common capacities, as if the subject 
were treated in an unknown language; and it is on 
the same account that abstracted poetry will never 
have many admirers. 
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The authors of such poeim must be content with 
the approbation of those heayen-favoured geniuses, 
who, by a similarity of taste and sentiment^ are enabled 
to penetrate the high mysteries of inspired fancy, and 
to pursue the loftiest fiightsof enthusiastic imagination. 
Nevertheless, the praise of the distinguished few is 
certainly preferable to the applause of the undiscero- 
ing million; for all praise is valuable in proportion to 
the judgment of thc»e who confer lU 

As the subject of this ode is uncommon, so are the 
style and expression highly metaphorical and ab- 
stracted: thus the sun is called *' the rich-haired 
youth of mom," the ideas are termed '* the shadowy 
tribes of mind,** &c. We are struck with the pro- 
priety of this mode of expression here, and it aflbrds 
us new proofs of the analogy that subsists between 
language and sentiment. 

Nothing can be more loftily imagined than the 
creation of the Cestus of fancy in this ode: the alle- 
gorical imagery is rich and sublune: and theob8e^ 
vation, that the dangerous passions kept aloof during 
the operation, is founded on the strictest philosophi- 
cal truth ; for poetical fancy can exist only in minds 
that are perfectly serene, and in some measure ab- 
stracted from the influences of sense. 

The scene of Milton*s " inspiring horn" is perfectly 
in character, and described with all those wild-wood- 
appearances of which the great poet was ao enthusi- 
astically fond : 

'* I view that oak, the fancied glades among. 
By which as Milton lay, his eremng ear. 
Nigh spher'd in htaven, its native strains 
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ODE TO MERCY. 

WRITTEN IN THE TEAR 1746. 

1 HE ode written in 1746^ and the Ode to Mercji 
seem to have been written on the same occasion, vi^ 
the late rebellion; the former in memory of those 
heroes who fell in defence of their country, the latter 
to excite sentiments of compassion in favour of those 
unhappy and deluded wretches who became a sacri- 
fice to public justice. 

The language and imagery of both are very beau- 
tiful; but the scene and figuies described, and the 
strophe of the Ode to Mercy, are exquisitely striking, 
and would afford a painter one of the finest subjects 
in the worid. 



ODE TO UBERTY. 

L HE ancient states of Greece, perhaps the only ones 
in which a perfect model of liberty ever existed, arc 
naturally brought to view in the opening of the poem. 

** Who Shan awake the Spartan fife. 
And call in solemn sounds to life. 
The youths, whose locks divinely spreading. 
Like vernal hyacinths in sullen hue.** 

Tliere is something extremely bold in this imagery 
of the locks of the Spartan youths, and greatly superior 
to that description Jocasta gives us of the hair of 
Polynices. 



*' What new Alceos, fancy-blesty 

Shall siog the tword, in m3rrt]e8 dh^est, &c.** 

This alludes to a fragment of Alcaeus still remaining^ 
in \irhich the poet celebrates Harmodius and Aristo- 
giton, who slew the tyrant Hipparcbusi and tbereby 
restored the liberty of Athens. 

The fall of Rome is bere most nervously described 
in one line; 

« With heaviest sound, a giant-statue, fell.** 

The thought seems altogether new, and the imitative 
harmony in the stnicture of the verse is admirable. 

After bewailing the ruin of ancient liberty, the 
pbet considers the influence it has retained, or still r^^^ 
tains, among the modems ; and here the free repubMos 
of Italy naturally engage his attention. — ^Florence, 
indeed, only to be lamented on account of losing its 
liberty under those patrons of letters, the Medicean 
family ; the jealous Pisa, justly so called in respect to 
its long impatience and regret under the same yoke; 
and the small Marino, which, however unrespectabie 
with regard to power or extent of territory, has, at 
least, this distinction to boast, that it has preserved 
its liberty longer than any other state, ancient or mo- 
dern, having, without any revolution, retained its pre- 
sent mode of government near 1400 years. More- 
over the patron saintivho founded it, and from whom 
it takes its name, deserves this poetical record, as he 
is, perhaps, the only saint that ever contributed totl)^ 
jKts^blishment of freedom. 

** Nor e*er her former pride relate 
To sad Liguria's bleeding state,*' 
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In these lines the poet alludes to those ravages in the 
state of Genoa, occasioned by the unhappy divisbns 
of the Guelphs and Gibelines. 

« _ When the favoured of thy choice. 
The daring archer heard thy voice." 

For an account of the celebrated event referred to ol 
these verses, see Voltaire's Epistle to the King of 
Prussia. 

" Those whom the rod of Alva braised. 
Whose crown a British queen refosM \** 

The Flemings were so dreadfully oppressed by tlus 
sanguinary general of Philip the Second, that they 
offered their sovereignty to Elizabeth ; but, happily 
for her subjects, she had policy and magnanimity 
enough to refuse it. Deformeaux, in his Abr^g^ 
Chronologique de I'Histoire d'Espagne, thus describes 
the sufferings of the Flemings: Le Due tPAlbe ache- 
voit de riduire les Flamandf au desespoir. Apres avoir 
inonde les echqfauts du sang le plus noble et le pluspr^ 
deux, ilfaisoit construiredes dtadelks en divers endraits, 
et vouloit Uahlir PAlcavaia, ce tribute onireux qui 
avoit Hi longtems en usage parmi les Etpagnols, Abreg. 
Chron* tom. iv. 



• Mona, 



Where thousand elfin shapes abide." 

Mona is properly the Roman name of the isle of 
Anglesey, anciently so fomous for its Druids ; but 
sometimes, as in this place, it is given to the Isle of 
Man. Both these isles still retain much of the genius 
of superstition, and are now the only places where 
there is the least chance of finding a fairy. ' 
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ODETOJLADT, 

ON THE DKATH OF COLONEL ROSS^ IN THE ACTION OF 
FONTENOT. 

X HE Iambic kind of numbers in which this ode is 
conceived, seems as well calculated for tender and 
plaintive subjects, as for those where strength or rapi* 
dity i^ required. — ^This, perhaps, is owing to the re- 
petition of the strain in the same stanza ; for sorrow 
rejects variety, and afiects an uniformity of Complaint 
It is needless to observe that this ode is replete with 
harmony, spirit, and pathos ; and there, surely, ap- 
pears no reason why the seventh and eighth stanzas 
diould be omitted in that copy printed in Dodsley't 
collection of poems. 



ODE TO ErEmNG. 

X HE blank ode has for some time solicited admtaikNi 
into the English poetry ; but its efforts, hitherto, seem 
to have been vain, at least its reception has been no 
more than partial. It remains a question, then, whe- 
ther there is not something in the nature pf blank 
verse less adapted to the lyric than to the heroic mea- 
sure, since, though it has been generally received in 
the latter, it is yet unadopted in the former. In order 
to discover this, we are to consider the di£[mnt modes 
pf these different species of poetry. That of the heroic 
is uniform; that of the lyric is various; and in these 
f:ircumstances of uniformity ai^d variety, probably, ties 
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tlie cause why blank irene has been sooceasfbl in the: 
one, and unacceptable in the other. While it pre 
sented itself only in one form, it was famiiiaxiaed to 
the ear by custom; but where it was obliged to 
assume the different shapes of the lyric muse, it 
seemed still a stranger of uncouth figure, was received 
rather with curiosity than pleasure, and entertsuned 
without that ease, or satisfaction, which acquaintance 
4nd £uniliarity pioduce.-r-Moreover, the heroic blank 
Terse obtained a sanction of infinite importance to its 
general reception, when it was adopted by one of the 
greatest poets the world ever produced, and was made 
the vehicle of the noblest poem that ever was writtea* 
When this poem at length extorted that applause 
which ignorance and prejudice had united to with- 
hold, the versification soon found its imitators, and 
became more generally successful than even ui those 
countries from whence it was imported. But lyric 
blank verse had met with no such advantages; for 
Mr. Collins, whose genius and judgment in harmony 
might have given it so powerful an effect, hath left 
us but one specimen of it in the Ode to Evening, 

In the choice of his measure he seems to have had 
in his eye Horace's Ode to Pyrrha; for this ode bears 
the nearest resemblance to tiiat mixed kind of the 
asclepiad and pherecratic verse; and that resem- 
blance in some degree reconciles us to the want of 
rhyme, while it reminds us of those great masters of 
antiquity, whose works had no need of this whimsical 
jingle of sounds. 

From the following passage one might be induct 
to think that the poet had it in view to render his 
subject and bis versification antable to each other on 
this occasion, and that, when he addressed himself to 
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the sober power of Eyening, he had tiioaght propei^. 
to lay aside the foppery of rhyme ; 

** Now teach me, maid compos>d9 

To breathe lome softeta'd strain. 
Whose numbers stealing through thy darkening vale. 
May not unseemly with its stiUness soit^ 

As, musing slow, I hail 

Thy genial loT'd return V* 

But whatever were the numbers, or the versification 
Of this ode, the imagery and enthusiasm it contains 
could not fell of rendering it delightful. No other of 
Mr. Collins's odes is more generally characteristic of 
his genius. In one place we discover his passion for 
visionary beings: 

" For when thy folding-star arising showv 
His pale circlet at his warning lamp 

The fragrant hours and elves 

Who slept m buds the day. 

And many a nymph who wreaths her brows with sedge, 
And sheds the freshening dew, and lonelier still. 

The pensive pleasures sweet 

Prepare thy shadowy car.** 

In another we behold his strong bias to melancholy: 
" Theh let me rove some wild and heathy scene. 
Or find some ruin 'midst its dreary dells. 

Whose walls more awfrd nod 

By thy religious gleams." 

Then appean hb taste for what is wildly grand and 
magnificent in nature ; when, prevented by storms 
from enjoying his evening wsdk, he wishes for a 
situation, 

« That from the mountain's sides 
,. Views wild and swelling floods;" 
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And^ through the whole, his invariable attachment td 
the expression of painting: 

** — mnd maiks o'er all 

Thy dewy fingers draw 

The gradual dusky i^il." 

It might be a sufficient encomium on this beautiful 
ode to observe, that it has been particularly admired 
by a lady to whom nature has given the most perfect 
principles of taste. She has not even complained oF 
the want of rhyme in it: a circumstance by no 
means unfavourable to the cause of lyric blank verse; 
for surely, if a fiair reader can endure an ode without 
bells and chimes, the masculine genius may dispense 
with them. 



THE MANNERS. 

AN ODE. 

X* ROM the subject and sentiments of this ode, it 
seems not improbable that the author wrote it about 
the time when he left the university ; when, weary 
with the pursuit of academical studies, he no longer 
confined himself to the search of theoretical know* 
ledge, but commenced the scholar of humanity, to 
study nature in her works, and man in society. 

The following farewell to Science exhibits a very 
just as well as striking picture : for however exalted 
in theory the Platonic doctrines may appear, it it 
pertain that Platonism and Pyrrhonism are allied; 
« Farewell the porch, whose roof is seen, 
Arch'd with th> enlivening olive's green ; 
Where Science, prank'd in tissued vest. 
By Reason, Pride, and Fancy drest, 
Come like a bride, so trim array'd, 
Jo wed with Doubt in Plato's shade !*> 
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'•Withivofcli 

Low loUen toaiids his grief begnil'dy 
A solemn, strange, and mingled air> 

*Twas sad by fiU^ by starts turas wikL** 

He must be a Tery unridlful composer who could 
not catch the power of imitati?e hannony fix>in these 
lines! 

The picture of Hope that ibllowB this, is beautiful 
almost beyond imitation. By the united poweis of 
imagery and harmony, that delightful being is exhi- 
bited with all the charms and graces that pleasure 
and fancy have appropriated to her. 

Relegat, qui semel percmrrit ; 
Qui nunquam legit, legal. 

** But thoa, O Hope, with eyes so fair, / 

What was thy delighted measure ! / 

Still it whiqper*d promis'd pleasure. 
And bade the lovely scenes at distance hail ! 

Still would her touch the strain prolong. 
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale. 

She caU'd on Echo still through all the song; 
And where her sweetest theme she chose, 
A soft reaponsive voice was beard at every close. 

And Hope enchanted smil'd, and wav'd her golden hair.*' 

In what an exalted light does the above stanza place 
this great master of poetical imagery and harmony! 
what varied sweetness of numbers ! what delicacy of 
judgment and expression ! how characteristicalljr does 
Hope prolong her strain, repeat her soothing doses, 
call upon her associate Echo for the same purposes, 
and display every plea^g grace peculiar to her ! 

** And Hope enchanted smiPd, and wav'd her golden hair«'' 

Legat, qui nunquam legit ; 
Qui semel percQrrit,.rele^. 
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The description* of joy, jealousy/ afad revenge, are 
excellent; though not equally so. Those of mdanr 
choly and cheerfulness are superior to every thing of 
the kind ; and, upon the whole, there may be very 
little hazard in asserting that this is the finest ode in* 
the English language. 



AN EPISTLE 

TO SIR THOMAS HANMER, ON HIS EDITION OF 
SHAKSPEARE's WORKS. 

X HIS poem was written by the author at the univer- 
sity, about the time when Sir Thomas Hanmer's 
pompous edition of Shakspearewas printed at Oxford. 
If it has not so much merit as the rest of his poems, 
it has still more than the subject deserves. The ver- 
sification is easy and genteel, and the allusions always 
poetical. The character of the poet Fletcher in par- 
ticular is very justly drawn in this epistle. 



DIRGE m CYMBELINE. 

ODE ON THE DEATH OF MR. THOMSON. 

JMr. Collins had skill to complain. Of that mourn- 
ful melody, and those tender images, which are the 
distinguishing excellencies of such pieces as bewail 
departed friendship, or beauty, he was an almost un- 
equalled master. He knew perfectly to exhibit such 
circumstances, peculiar to tM^bjects, as awaken the 
influences of pity; and while, from his own great 
sensibility, he felt what he wrote, he naturally ad- 
dressed himself to the feelings of others. 
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To Ktd nidi linet as the fcdkiwingy all-tauitifiil 
tnd tender is they are, without oarrespondiog emo* 
tioBS of pity, is surely imposnble: 

** The tender thought on thee shall dwell. 
Each lonely scene shall thee restore. 

For thee the tear be duly shed; 
BelovMy tiU life can chann no more ; 

And monm'd, tiU Pity's self be dead." 

The Ode on the Death of Thomson seems to have 
been Vritten in an excursioo to Richmond by water. 
The rural scenery has a proper effect in an ode to the 
memory of a poet, much of whose merit lay in de« 
scriptions of the same kind; and the appellations of 
" Druid," and '< meek Nature's child/' are happily 
characteristic. For the better understanding of this 
ode, it is necessary to remember, that Mr. 'Hiomson 
lies buried in the church of Richmond. 



TRB END. 
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